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IFISH TO THE NEW-.rEAR. 



Supposed to have been written bjr 
ELIJAH FENTON, 1705. 
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Janus ! great leader of the rolling year, 
Since all that's past no vows can e'er restore, 
But joys and griefs alike, once hurried o'er, 

No longer now deserves a smile or tear : 
Close the fantastic scenes — but grace 
With brightest aspects thy fore-face, 

While Time's new offspring hasten to appear. 

With lucky omens guide the coming hours. 
Command the circling Seasons to advance, 
And form their renovated dance. 

With flowing pleasures fraught, andblessM by friendly 
powers. 

Thy month, O Janus ! gave me first to know 
A mortal's trifling care$ below s 
Vol. XIV. % 
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My race of life began with thee. 

Thus far, from great misfortunes free, 
. Contented, I my lot endure. 

Nor Nature's rigid laws arraign. 

Nor spurn at common ills in vain, 
Which Folly cannot shun, nor wise refle6tion cure. 

Bat, oh I-»more anxious for the year to come, 
I would foreknow my future jdoom. 

Then tell me, Janus, canst thou spy 

Events that yet in embryo lie, 
For me, in Time's mysterious womb ? 
Tell me — nor shall I dread to hear 
A thousand accidents severe ; 
I'll fortify my soul the load to bear, 
If love rejefted add not to its weight. 
To finish me in woes, and crush me down with fate. 

But if the Goddess, m whose charming eyes. 

More clearly written than in Fate^s dark book, 
My joy, my grief, my all of future fortune lies j 

If she must with a less propitious look 
Forbid my humble sacrifice. 

Or blast me with a killing frown ; 
If, Janus, this thou sees't in store. 
Cut short my mortal thread, and now 
Take back the gift thou didst bestow I 

Here let me lay my burden down. 
And cease to love in vain, and be a wretch no more. 
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ON 

rHE COMMENCEMENT OF 
THE YEAR MDCCXXXIX. 



y WILLIAM HAMILTON OF BANGOUR, ES(^ 



Ja^uS) whoy with sliding pace, 

Rim'st a never-ending race, 

And driv*st about, in prone career. 

The whirling circle of the year. 

Kindly indulge a little stay, 

I beg but one swift hour's delay. 

O ! while th' important minutes wait, 

Let me revolve the books of fate; 

See what the coming year intends 

To me, my country, kin, and friends. 

Then mayst thou wing thy flight, and go, 

To scatter, blindly, joys and woe; 

Spread dire disease, or purest health. 

And, as thou list, grant place or wealth* 

This hour, with-held by potent charms, 

Ev'n Peface shall sleep in Power's mad arms ; 

Kings feel their inward torments lesS| 

And for a moment wish to bless. 
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Life now presents another scene. 
The same strange farce to a6t again; 
Again the weary human players 
Advance, and take their several shares : 
Clodius riots, Caesar fights, 
TuUy pleads, and Maro writes, 
Ammon*s fierce son controls the globe» 
And Harlequin diverts the mob. 

To Time's dark cave the year retreats. 
These hoary unfrequented seats; 
There from his loaded wing he lays 
The months, the minutes, hours, and days^s 
Then flies, the seasons in his train, 
To compass round the year again. 

See there, in various heaps combinM, 
The vast designs of human kind ; 
Whatever swell'd the statesman's thought. 
The mischiefs mad ambition wrought. 
Public revenge and hidden guilt. 
The blood by secret murder spilt. 
Friendships to sordid interest given, 
And ill-match'd hearts, ne'er paid in heaven f 
What Avarice, to crown his store. 
Stole froin the orphan and the poor; 
Or Luxury's more shameful waste, 
Squandered on the unthankful feast. 
Ye Kings, and guilty great, draw near; 
Before this awful court appear : 
Bare to the Muse's piercing eye 
The secrets of all mortals lie; 



A7. ODCSk $ 

She, stridl avenger, brings to light 
Your crimes conceal'd in darkest night ( 
As conscience, to her trust most true. 
Shall judge between th' oppressed and you. 

This casket shows, ye wretched train^ 
How often merit su'd in vain. 
See, there, undry'd, the widow*s tears t 
Ste, there, unsooth'd the orphan's fears : 
Yet, look, what mighty sums appear. 
The vile profusion of the year. 
CduMst thou not, impious Greatness, give 
The smallest alms that want might live ? 
And yet, how many a large repast, 
Paird the rich glutton's sickly taste I 
One table's vain intemp'rate load. 
With ambush, death, and sickness strow'd. 
Had blest the cottage peaceful shade, 
And given its children health and bread: 
The rustic sire, and faithful spouse. 
With each dear pledge of honest vows, 
Had, at the sober-tasted meal, 
Repeated oft the grateful tale ; 
Had hymn'd, in native language free, ' 
The song of thanks to Heaven and thee ; 
A music that the Great ne'er hear. 
Yet sweeter to th' internal ear 
Than any soft seducing note 
E'er thrill'd from Farinelli's throat. 

Let's still search on This bundle's large. 

What's here? 'Tis Science* plaintive charge. 



ODES. Ode XI. 

Hear Wisdom's philosophic sigh 
(Negle6led all her treasures lie), 
That none her secret haunts explore. 
To learn what Plato taught before 5 
Her sons seduc'd to turn their parts 
To flattery's more thriving arts 5 
Refine their better sense away. 
And join corruption's flag, for pay. 
See his reward the gamester share. 
Who painted moral virtue fair, 
Inspir'd the minds of generous youth 
To love the simple mistress Truth ; 
The patient path distinctly show'd. 
That Rome and Greece to glory trode; 
That ^If-applause is noblest fame. 
And Kings may greatness link to shame. 
While honesty is no disgrace, 
And peace can smile without a place. 
Hear too Astronomy repine, 
Who taught unnumber'd worlds to shine; 
Who travels boundless aether thro' 
And brings the distant orbs to view. 
Can she her broken glass repair, 
Tho* Av'ricc has her all to spare ? 
What mighty secrets had been found. 
Could Virtue but have stole five pound ? 
Yet see where, given to wealth and pride, 
A bulky pension lies beside. 

Avaunt then, Riches I no delay; 
I spurn th' ignoble heaps away. 
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What tho* your charms caii purchase all 

The giddy honours of this ball ; 

Make natures germans all divide. 

And haughty peers renounce their pride; 

Can buy proud Celia*s sordid smile. 
Or, ripe for fate, this destiaVl isle ; 
Tho' Greatness condescend to pray. 
Will time indulge one hour's delay. 
Or give the wretch, intent on pelf. 
One moment's credit with himself) 
Virtue, that true from false discerns. 
The vulgar courtly phrase unlearns, 
Superior far to Fortune's frown. 
Bestows alone the stable crown. 
The wreath from honour's root that springs^ 
That fades upon the brows of Kings. 





ODE XII. 


^« 


TO 

CUPID 

ON VALENTIHX^S DAT* 




BY MR. PARROT. 



C0ME9 thou rosy-dimpled boy. 
Source of every heart-felt joy. 
Leave the blissful bow'rs awhile, 
Paphos and the Cyprian isle : 
Visit Britain*s rocky shore, 
Britons too thy pow'r adore ; 
Britons hardy, bold, and free. 
Own thy laws, and yield to thee. 
Source of every heart- felt joy. 
Come, thou rosy-dimpled boy. 

Haste to Sylvia, haste away : 
This is thine, and Hymen's day. 
Bid her thy soft bondage wear. 
Bid her for Love's rites prepare. 
Let the nymphs with many a flower 
Deck the sacred nuptial bower. 
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Thither lead the lovely Fair ; 
And let Hymen too be there. 
This is thine, and Hymen's day : 
Haste to Sylvia, haste away. 

Only while we love, we live ; 
Love alone can pleasure give. 
Pomp and power, and tinsel state. 
Those false pageants of the great. 
Crowns and sceptres, envied things. 
And the pride of Eastern kings, 
Are but childish empty toys. 
When compar*d to Love's sweet joys. 
Love alone can pleasure give : 
Only while we love, we live. 



ODE XIII. 



ADDRESSED 

TO FALENTINE, 

ON THE RETURN OF SPRING* 



BY THE REV. SAMUEL S'AY. 



HailI best of Bishops^ and of Saints the best; 
By flaming love distinguish'd from the rest ; 
By Love, the life in heaven, and business of the blest* 

Love made the world ! 'Twas love alone could draw 
The disagreeing seeds to Nature's law ; 
Heaven saw th' effedls of Love, and bless'd them when it 
saw. 

Hence, mighty Saint, thy power j deriv'd from LovCf | 

Thy great commission reaches all above, | 

And earth and sea beneath, and all that live and move* 

Thou call' St the flowers : they feel the glad com- 
mand; 
On sunny banks in smiling rows they stand. 
Broke from their mother's womb, and drestbyNature*i 
hand. 
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By thee the birds salute the welcome Spring; 
Inspir'd by thee and Love, in pairs they sing : 
With music and with joy the woods and v allies ring. 

Fierce tigers yield to thee. To hear thy voice. 
The gentle hind and rugged bears rejoice, 
And fishes scud the waves to meet their happy choice. 

See, see, the cheerful mom 1 how bright it shines I 
With larger 9teps the sun his course reclines. 
As conscious of thy day, and favouring thy designs. 

All wed below, and he above would wed ; 
The youthful Earth has drest her fragrant bed. 
And promises her shades to shroud his radiant head. 

At his approach the storms and winter fly ; 
The joyful bride her snowy vest lays by, 
Nor does, untimely coy, her naked form deny. 

Ah ! could thy power so warm Lucretia's heart. 
And make the winter there and cold depart, 
How wouldst thou bless a wretch, and ease his raging 
smart I 

Couldst thou but make her soul consent with mine^ 
And with her heart her answering hands to join. 
For thee should Phoebus sing, and all the tuneful Nine. 

While I in annual songs thy name would raise. 
Thy day should stand above the rest of days. 
All lovers bless the Saint,and crown my head with baysl 



'ODE XIV. 



ON 

THE SPRING. 



Gentle Zephyrs come away ! 

On this sweet, this silent grove. 

Sacred to the Muse and Love, 
In softest-whisper*d murmurs play. 
Come, let thy soft, thy balmy breeze 

Diffuse the vernal sweets around 
From sprouting flowers and blossom*d trees; 

While echoing hills and vales resound 
With notes, which wing'd Musicians sing 
In honour to the bloom of Spring, 

Lovely Season of desire I 

Nature smiles with joy to see 

The amorous months led on by thee. 
That kindly wake her genial fire. 
The brightest obje6l in the skies. 

The fairest lights that shine below. 
The Sun and Myra's charming eyes. 

At thy return more charming grow. 
With double glory they appear. 
To warm and grace the infant year. 



ODE XV 

ON 

THE ARRIVAL OF SPRING. 



BY SAMUEL JOHNSON, LL. D. 



Stern Winter now by Spring repressM^ 
Forbears the long- continued strife. 

And Nature on her naked breast 
Delights to catch the gales of Life. 

Now, o'er the rural kingdom roves 
Soft Pleasure, with her laughing train. 

Love warbles in the vocal groves, 
And Vegetation plants the plain. 

Unhappy 1 whom to beds of pain 

Arthritic Tyranny consigns. 
Whom, smiling Nature courts in vain, 

Tho* Rapture sings, and Beauty shines. 

Yet ^ho* my limbs Disease invades, 

Her wings Imagination tries, 
And bears me to the peaceful shades, 

Where *»'» humble turrets rise. 



H 
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Here stop, my Soul, thy rapid flight. 
Nor from the pleasing groves depart. 

Where first great Nature charm'd my sight| 
Where Wisdom first inform'd my heart. 

Here let me thro* the vales pursue 

A guide, a father, and a friend ; 
Once more great Nature's work renew. 

Once more on Wisdom's voice attend* 

From false caresses, causeless strife. 
Wild hope, vain fear, alike remov*d; 

Here let me learn the use of life. 
When best enjoy'd, when most improvM. 

Teach me, thou venerable bower^ 

Cool Meditation's quiet seat, 
The generous scorn of venal power^ 

The silent grandeur of retreat. 

When Pride by guilt to greatness climbS| 

Or raging Factions rush to war ; 
Here let me learn to shun the crimes 

I can't prevent, and will not share. 

But, lest I fall by subtler foes. 
Bright Wisdom teach me Curio's art. 

The swelling passions to compose. 
And quell the rebels of the heart. 



ODE XVI. 



ON 

SPRING. 



I WILLIAM HAMILTON OF BANGOUR, ESQ. 



immortalia ne speresf monet annus-*-— HOR. 

Now Spring begins her smiling round. 
Lavish to paint th' enamel'd ground j 
The birds exalt their cheerful voice, 
And gay on every bough rejoice. 
The lovely Graces, hand in hand, 
Knit in Love's eternal band, 
With dancing step, at early dawn, 
Tread lightly o'er the dewy lawn ; 
Where'er the youthful Sisters move, 
They fire the soul to genial love. 
Now, by the river's painted side, 
The swain delights his country-bride : 
While, pleas'd, she hears his artless vows, 
Al)ove the feather'd songster wooes. 
Soon will the ripen'd summer yield 
Her various gifts to ev'ry field; 
Soon fruitful trees, a beauteous show. 
With ruby-tindur'd births shall glow ; 
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Sweet smells, from beds of lilies born. 
Perfume the breezes of the mom. 
The sunny day, and dewy night. 
To rural play my Fair invite ; 
Soft on a bank of violets laid. 
Cool she enjoys the evening-shade ; 
The sweets of summer feast her eye: 
Yet soon, ah 1 soon will Summer fly. 

Attend, my lovely Maid, and Icnow 
To profit by the moral show ; 
Now young and blooming thou art seen. 
Fresh on the stalk of vivid green; 
Kow does th' unfolded bud disclose 
Full blown to sight the blushing rose : 
Yet, once the sunny season past, 
Think not the coz'ning scene will last ; 
Let not the fl^att'rer Hope persuade : 
Ah 1 must I say that this will fade I 

For see the Summer posts away, ~ 
Sad emblem of our own decay ! 
Now Winter, from the frozen North, 
Drives his iron chariot forth ; 
His grisly hand in icy chains I 

Fair Tweda's silver flood constrains : 
Cast up thy eyes, how bleak and bare 
He wanders on the tops of Yare I 
Behold his footsteps dire are seen 
Confest on many a with*ring green. 
Griev*d at the sight, when thou shalt see, 
A snowy wreath clothe cv'ry tree. 
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Frequenting now the stream no more, 
Thou fly'st, dispieas'dy the barren shore. 
When thou shalt miss the ^pw'rs that grew 
But late to charm thy ravish'd view. 
Shall I, ah horrid 1 wilt thou say. 
Be like to this another day ? 

Yet, when in snow and dreary frost 
The pleasure of the field is lost, 
To blazing hearths at home we run. 
And fires supply the distant Sun, 
In gay delights our hours employ. 
We do not lose, but change our joy; 
Happy, abandon ev'ry care. 
To lead the dance, to court the fair, 
To turn the page of ancient Bards, 
To drain the bowl, and deal the cards. 
But when the beauteous white and red 
From the pale ashy cheek is fled ; 
When wrinkles dire, and Age severe. 
Make Beauty fly we know not where: 
The fair, whom Fates unkind disarm. 
Have they for ever ceas'd to charm ? 
Or is there left some pleasing art. 
To keep secure a captive heart ? 

Unhappy love I might lovers say. 
Beauty, thy food doth swift decay ; 
When once that short-liv'd stock is spent. 
What Art thy famine can prevent ? 
Virtues prepare with early care. 
That Love may live on Wisdom's fare ; 
I XIV. c 
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Tho' ecstasy with beauty flies. 

Esteem is born when beauty dies* 
Happy to whom the Pates decree 
The gift of heav'n in giving thee: 
Thy beauty shall his youth engage; 
Thy virtue shall delight his age. 



ODE xvir. 



WRITTEN 

IN SPRING. 

AND SXNT TO HIS GRACE 

PR. THOMAS HERRING, 

Arcbbitbop of Cinterbttry* 



BY THE REF, FRANCIS FAfHCES, M.jt. 



• 

Bright God of d^y, whose genial power 

Revives the buried seed, 
That spreads with foliage every bower^ 

With verdure every mead. 
Bid all thy vernal breezes fly 
Diffusing mildness through the sky ; 
Give the soft season to our drooping plains, 
Sprinkled with rosy dews and salutary rains. 

Enough has Winter's hand severe 

Hurl'd all his terrors round, 
Chill'd the fair dawning of the year. 

And whiten'd all the ground : 
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Give but thy vital beams to playi 
The frozen scenes will melt away ; 
And, mix*d in sprightly dance, the blooming Hours 
Will wake the drowsy Spring, and Spring awake the 
flowers. 

Let Health, gay daughter of the skies. 

On Zephyr's wings descend. 
And scatter pleasures as she flies 
Where Surrey's downs extend ; 
There Herring wooes her friendly powers 
There may she all her roses shower. 
To heal that shepherd all her balms employ t 
So will she sooth our fears, and give a nation joy^ 

Ah me ! that Virtue's godlike friend^i 

So soon are claimM by Fate 1 
Lo Pelham to the grave descend^ 

The bulwark of the state : 
When v^ill fair Truth his equal find 
Among the best of human kind \ 
Long be the fatal day with mourning kept I 
Augustus sighM sincere, and all the worthy wept I 

Thy delegate, kind heaven, restore 

To headth, and safely keep ; 
X^et good Augustus sigh no more^ 

^0 more the worthy weep : 
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And still upon the royal head 
The riches of thy blessings shed ; 
^stablish'd with his counsellors around. 
Long be his prosp*rous reign, and all with glory 
crown*d. 



ODE xviir. 



TO 

SPRING. 



BY MISS FERRER 

or HUNTINGDON, . 

SINCE MAERIID TO THE RET* OE* rxCKAIPy 

Master of Magdalen College, Cambridge. 



Hail, genial Goddess, blooming Spring I 
Thy blest return, O let me sing. 

And aid ray languid lays : 
Let me not sink in-sloth supine 
While all creation at thy shrine 

Its annual tribute pays^ 

Escaped from Winter's freezing powef, 
Each blossom greets thee, and each flower | 

And foremost of the train, 
By Nature (artless handmaid I) drest. 
The snow-drop comes in lily'd vest, 

Prophetic of thy reign. 

The lark now strains his warbling throat, 
While every loud and sprightly note 
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Calls Echo &om her cell. 
Be warn'dy ye fair, that listen rounds 
A beauteous^maM became a sound, 

A maid who lov'd too well. 

The bright- hair'd sun with warmth benigti 
Bids tree, and shrub, and swelling vine 

Their infant*buds display : 
Again the streams refresh the plains. 
Which Winter bounds in icy chains. 

And sparkling bless his ray. 

Life-giving Zephyrs breathe around, 
And instant glows th' enamel'd ground 

With Nature's vary'd hues : 
Not so returns our youth decay*d, 
Alas 1 nor air, nor sun, nor shade, 

The spring of life renews. 

The sun*s too quick-revolving beam 
Will soon dissolve the human dream. 

And bring th' appointed hour : 
Too late we catch his parting ray, 
And mourn the idly-wasted day 

No longer in our power. 

Then happiest he, whose lengthened sight 
Pursues, by virtue's constant light, 
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A hope beyond the skies : 
Where frowning Winter ne'er shall come. 
But rosy Spring for ever bloom. 

And suns eternal rise. 



ODE XIX. 



ON 

THE ARRIVAL OF SPRING. 



Addrisskd 
TO A LADY IN LONDON* 



»r Miss CARTER. 



While soft through watery earth, and air. 

The vernal spirits rove, 
From noisy joys, and giddy crowds 

To rural scenes remove. 

The mountain snows are all dissolv'd| 
And hush'd the blust'ring gale, 

While fragrant Zephyrs gently breathe 
Along the flowery vale* 

The circling planets' constant roundt 

The wintry wastes repair. 
And still from temporary death 

Renew the verdant year* 



tS ODES. OdeX 

But ah t when once our transient bloom^ 

The Spring oC lifCj is o'er, 
That rosy season takes its flighty 

And must return no more. 

Yet judge by Reason's sober rul<;s^ 

From false Opinion free. 
And mark how little pilfering years 

Can steal from you or me. 

£ach moral pleasure of the hearty 

Each smiling charm of truth) 
Depends not on the giddy aid 

Of wild inconstant 'youth. 

The vain coquet, whose empty prid« 

A fading face supplies. 
May justly dread the wintry gloom 

Where all its glory dies. 

Leave such a ruin to deplore 

To fading forms confin*d ; 
Nor age, nor wrinkles, discompose 

One feature of the mind. 

Amidst the universal change^ 

Unconscious of decay, 
It views unmov'd the scythe of TimC 

Sweep all besides away. 
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Fix*cl on its own eternal frame 

Eternal are its joysi 
While, borne on transitory wings^ 

Each mortal pleasure flies. 

While ev'ry short-liv'd flower of sense 

Destruflive years consume. 
Through friendship's feir enchanting walkt 

Unfading myrtles bloom. 

Nor with the narrow bounds of time 

The beauteous prospect ends. 
But lengthen'd through the vale of death 

To Paradise extends. 



ODE XX. 



TO 



BY MISS WHATELY, 

Afterward Mn. DtnreU. 



Fairest daughter of the year, 
j£ver blooming, lovely May ) 

While thy vivid skies appear. 
Nature smiles and all is gay^ 

Thine the flowery-painted mead^ 
Pasture fair, and mountain green } 

Thine, with infant-harvest spread. 
Laughing lies the lowland scene. 

Friend of thine, the shepherd plays 
Blithsome near the yellow broom. 

While his flock, that careless strays. 
Seeks the wild-thyme's sweet peifume* 

May, with thee I mean to rove 
0*er these lawns and vallies fair. 

Tune my gentle lyre to love. 
Cherish hope^ and soften care. 
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Round me shall the village swains. 

Shall the rosy nymphs appear: 
IVhile I sing* in rural strains. 

May, to shepherds ever dear. 

I had never skill to raise 

Paeans from the vocal strings. 
To the god-like Hero's praise, 

To the pageant pomp of Kings. 

Stranger to the hostile plains^ 
Where the brazen trumpet sound ; 

Life's purpl^ streaip the verdure stains. 
And heaps promiscuous press the ground : 

Where the murderous cannon's breath 

Fate denounces from afar. 
And the loud report of death 

Stuns the cruel ear of war. 

Stranger to the pack and play, 

Birth-night balls, and courtly trains ; 

Thee I woo, my gentle May, 
Tune for thee my native strains. 

Blooming groves, and wandering rills. 
Sooth thy vacant poet's dreams. 

Vocal woods, and wilds, and hills. 
All her unexalted themes. 
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BY SAMUEL JOHNSON, LL. D. 

O Phoebus 1 down the western sky 
Far hence diffuse thy burning ray. 

Thy h'ght to distant worlds supply. 
And wake them to the cares of day. 

Come, gentle Eve, the friend of Care, 
Come, Cynthia, lovely queen of nigitti 

Refresh me with a cooling breeze. 
And cheer me with a lambent light. 



J^y me where o'er the verdant ground 
Her living carpet Nature spreads ; 

Where the green bower, with roses crown'df* 
In showers its fragrant foliage sheds. 

Improve the peaceful hour with wine^ 

Let music die along the grove ; 
Around the bowl let myrtles twine. 

And every strain be tun'd to Love. 
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t Comey Stella* queen of all my heart! 
I Comey born to fill its vast desires 1 
^QPiy lopks perpetual joys impart. 
Thy voice perpetual love inspires. 

While, all my wish and thine complete. 
By turns we languish, and we burn, 

]jet sighing gales our sighs repeat. 
Our murmurs murmuring brooks return. 

%Ki me, when Nature calls to rest, 
And blushing skies the morn foretel. 

Sink on the down of Stella's breast. 
And bid the waking world farewell. 
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AUTUMN. 



By the Same^ 



Alas t with swift and silent pace 
Impatient Time rolls on the year. 

The Seasons change, and Nature's face 
Now sweetly smiles, now frowns severe* 

*Twas Spring, 'twas Summer, all was gay. 
Now Autumn bends a cloudy brow. 

The flowers of Spring are swept away, 
And Summer fruits desert the bough* 

The verdant leaves that play'd on high. 
And wanton'd on the western breeze, 

Now trod in dust, negle£ted lie. 
As Boreas strips the bending trees. 

The fields that wav'd with golden grain. 
As russet heaths are wild and bare ; 

Not moist with dew, but drench'd in rain ; 
Nor Health, nor Pleasure, wanders there. 
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No more, while thro* the midnight shade^ 
Beneath the moon's pale orb I stray. 

Soft pleasing woes my heart invade. 
As Progne pours the melting lay. 

From this capricious clime she soars, 
O I would some God but wings supply 1 

To where each mom the Spring restores, 
Companion of her flight I'd fly. 

Vain wish t me Fate compels to bear 
The downward Season's iron reign, 

Compels to breathe polluted air. 
And shiver on a blasted plain. 

What bliss to life can Autumn yield, 
If glooms, and showers, and storms prevail. 

And Ceres flies the naked field. 
And flowers, and fruits, and Phoebus fail i 

Ohl what remains, what lingers yet 
To cheer me in the darkening hour ? 

The Grape remains I the friend of Wit, 
In Love and Mirth of mighty power. 

Haste, press the clusters, fill the bowl- 
Apollo ! shoot thy parting ray ; 

This gives the sunshine of the soul. 
This, God of Health, and Verse, and Day* 
cLXlF. D 
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Stilly stilly the jocund strain shall flow. 
The pulse with vigorous rapture beat ; 

My Stella with new charms shall glow. 
And every bliss in wine shall meet. 
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WRITTXN 

JN A UTUMN. 

BY THE REV. FRANCIS FAWKES, M. A. 

Yet once more, glorious God of day. 

While beams thine orb serene, 
O let me warbling court thy stay. 

To gild the fading scene I 
Thy rays invigorate the Spring, 
Bright Summer to perfedlion bring. 
The cold, inclement days of Winter cheer, 
.nd make th' Autumnal months the mildest of the year. 

Ere yet the russet foliage fall, 

I'll climb the mountain's brow. 
My friend, my Hayman, at thy call) 

To view the scene below : 
How sweetly pleasing to behold 
Forests of vegetable gold I 
How mix'd the many chequer'd shades between 
*he tawny mellowing hue, and the gay vivid green I 

How splendid all the sky I how still I 

How mild the dying gale I 
How soft the whispers of the rill 

That winds along the dale I 
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So tranquil Nature's works appear. 
It seems the Sabbath of the year ; 
As if, the Summer's Labour past, she chose 
This season's sober calm for blandishing repose. 

Such is, of well-spent life the time. 

When busy days are past, 
Man, verging gradual from his prime. 

Meets sacred peace at last : 
His flowery Spring of pleasures o'er. 
And Summer's full-blown pride no more. 
He gains pacific Autumn, meek and bland. 
And dauntless braves the stroke of Winter's palsy'd 
hand. 

For yet a while, a little while, 

Involv'd in wintry gloom, 
And lo ! another Spring shall smile, 

A Spring eternal bloom ; 
Then shall he shine, a glorious guest, 
In the bright mansions of the blest. 
Where due rewards on Virtue are bestow'd. 
And reap the golden fruits of what his Autumn sow'd. 



ODE XXIV. 



ON 

AUTUMN. 

WRITTIN IN THB YSAR MDCCLXI* 
BY MR. C. 



Adieu the pleasing rural scene, 
Sequester*d shades and meadows green. 
The field thick spread with sheaves of corn, 
The walk at early liour of morn. 

No linnet's salutary song 
Soft echoes now the sprays among : 
No nightingale*s more plaintive strain 
Soothes the lone peasant on the plain. 

The vales their cheerful green resign, 
And on their stems the flowers decline : 
No more we wish to pass the hour 
Where elms and lilacs form a bower. 

And see the swallows leave their home, 
To distant, warmer climes they roam ; 
Where zephyrs cool, and grateful showers, 
Still wake the fair autumnal flowers. 
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How fade the glories of the year t 
They bloom awhile and disappear, 
Andy melancholy truth, fond man! 
Thy life's a flower, thy day's a span* 

Parent of all 1 tremendous Power I 
Whom every realm and tongue adore. 
Whose mandate form'd earth's spacious plsun^ 
And the immeasurable main ; 



Prostrate before thy throne we bow. 
Author of circling seasons Thou I 
O hasten happier days, and bring 
One Glorious, One Eternal Spring. 
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WINTER. 



BY SAMUEL JOHN$ON, LL« D. 



No more the morn with tepid rays 
Unfolds the flower of various hue ; 

Noon spreads no more the genial bla^e, 
Nor gentle eye distils the dew. 

The lingering hours prplong the night. 
Usurping Darkness shares the day. 

Her mists restrain the force of light. 
And Phoebus holds a doubtful sway* 

By gloomy twilight half reveal'd. 
With sighs we view the hoary hill. 

The leafless wood, the naked field. 
The snow-topt cot, the frozen riU# 

No music warbles thro* the grove. 
No vivid colours paint the plain; 

No more with devious steps I rove 
Thro' verdant paths now sought in vain. 
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Aloud the driving tempest roars, 

Congeal'dy impetuous showers descend ; 

Haste, close the window, bar the doors. 
Fate leaves me Stella, and a friend. 

In Nature's aid let Art supply 
With light and heat my little sphere ; 

Rouse, rouse the fire, and pile it high, 
Light up a constellation here. 

Let Music sound the voice of joy! 

Or Mirth repeat the jocund tale ; 
Let Love liis wanton wiles employ, 

And o'er the Season Wine prevail. 

Yet Time Life's dreary Winter brings, 
When Mirth's gay tale shall please no more, 

Nor Music charm, tho* Stella sings, 
Nor Love nor Wine the Spring restore. 

Catch then, O I catch the transient hour. 
Improve each moment as it flies ; 

Life's a short Summer, man a flower. 
He dies! alast how soon he dies! 
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THE WINTER'S WALK. 



By thi Same, 



Behold, my fair, where'er we rove. 
What dreary prospefls round us rise ; 

The naked hill, the leafless grove, 

The hoary ground, the frowning skies 1 

Not only through the wasted plain. 
Stern Winter, is thy force confess*d j 

Still wider spreads thy horrid reign, 
I feel thy power usurp my breast. 

Enlivening Hope and fond desire 
Resign the heart to Spleen and Care ; 

Scarce frighted Love maintains her fire. 
And Rapture saddens to Despair. 

In groundless hope, and causeless fear 
Unhappy man 1 behold thy doom. 

Still changing with the changeful year. 
The slave of sunshine and of gloom. 

TirM with vain joys, and false alarms, 
With mental and corporeal strife ; 

Snatch me, my Stella, to thy arms, 
And screen me from the ills of Life. 



ODE xxvir. 



TO 

MORNING. 

BY MISS PENNINGTON. 



Hail, roseate Morn! returning light I 
To thee the sable Q^een of Night 

Relu£lant yields her sway ; 
And, as she quits the dappled skiesy 
On glories greater glories rise. 

To greet the dawning day. 

0*er tufted meads gay Flora trips ; 
Arabia's spices scent her lips ; 

Her head with rose-buds crown'd; 
Mild Zephyr hastes to snatch a kiss. 
And, fluttering with the transient blissy 

Wafts fragrance all around. 

The dew-drops, daughters of the Morni 
With spangles every bush adornj 

And all the broider'd vales ; 
Their voice to thee the linnets raise, 
The lark, soft-trilling in thy praise^ 

Aurora^ risingi hails I 
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While Nature now, in lively vest 
Of glossy green, has gaily drest 

Each tributary plain ; 
While blooming flowers and blossom'd treesy 
Soft-waving with the vernal breeze. 

Exult beneath thy reign! 

Shall I, with drowsy poppies crown'd. 
By sleep in silken fetters bound. 

The downy God obey ? 
Ah, no! — ^Through yon embowering grove, 
Or winding valley, let me rove. 

And own thy cheerful sway ! 

For short-li v'd are thy pleasing powers ; 
Pass but a few uncertain hours, 

And we no more shall trace 
Thy dimpled cheek and brow serene; 
Or clouds may gloom the smiling scene. 

And frowns deform thy face. 

So in life's youthful bloomy prime. 
We sport away the fleeting time, 

Regardless of our fate ; 
But, by some unexpected blow. 
Our giddy follies we shall know. 

And mourn them when too late! 



ODE XXVIII. 



TO 

MORNING. 



The sprightly messenger of day 
To Heaven ascending tunes the lay 

That wakes the blushing morn : 
Cheer*d with th' inspiring notes, I rise 
And hail the power whose glad supplies 

Th* enliven'd plains adorn. . 

Far hence retire, O Night ! thy praise, 
Majestic queen 1 in nobler lays 

Already has been sung: 
When thine own spheres expire, thy name. 
Secure from time, shall rise in fame, 

Immortaliz'd by Young. 

See, while I speak, Aurora sheds 
Her early honours o*er the meads, 

The springing valleys smile ; 
With cheerful heart the village-swaun 
Renews the labours of the plain. 

And meets the accustom *d toil. 
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Day*s monarch comes to bless the year, 
Wing'd zephyrs wanton round his car^ 

Along th' aethereal road ; 
Plenty and Health attend his beams. 
And Truth, divinely bright, proclaims 

The vi^t of the God. 

Aw'd by the view, my soul reveres 

The Great FirIst Cause that bade the spheres / 

In tuneful order move ; 
Thine is the sable-mantled Night, 
Unseen Almighty I and the Light 

The radiance of thy love. 

Hark I the awaken'd grove repays 
With melody the genial rays. 

And Echo spreads the strain ; 
The streams in grateful murmurs run. 
The bleating flocks salute the sun, 

And music glads the plain. 

While Nature thus her charms displaysf 
Let me enjoy the fragrant breeze 

The opening flowers diffuse ; 
Temp'rance and Innocence attend. 
These are your haunts, your influence lend| 

Associates of the Muse I 

Riot, and Guilt, and wasting Care, 
And fell Revenge^ and black Despair, 
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Avoid the Morning's light : 
Nor beams the sun, nor blooms the rose^ 
Their restless passions to composci 

Who Virtue's diaates flight. 

Along the mead, and in the wood. 
And on the margin of the flood 

The Goddess walks confest s 
She gives the landscape power to charm^ 
The sun his genial heat to warm 

The wise and generous breast* 

Happy the man I whose tranquil mind 
Sees Nature in her changes kind. 

And pleas'd the whole surveys ; 
For him the morn benignly smiles. 
And evening shades reward the toils 

That measure out his days. 

The varying year may shift the scene, . 
The sounding tempest lash the main, 

And Heaven's own thunders roll ; 
Calmly he views the bursting storm, 
Tempests nor thunder can deform 

The morning of his soul. 
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ODE XXIX. 



EVENING. 



TO 

STELLA. 



BY SAMUEL JOHNSON, LL. D. 

£yENiNG nowy from purple wings, 
Sheds the grateful gifts she brings ; 
Brilliant drops bedeck the mead. 
Cooling breezes shake the reed ; 
Shake the reed, and curl the stream 
Silver'd o'er with Cynthia*s beam % 
Near the chequer'd, lonely grove. 
Hears and keeps thy secrets, Ix>ve. 
Stella, thither let us stray I 
Lightly o'er the dewy way, 
Phoebus drives his burning car. 
Hence, my lovely Stella, far; 
In his stead, the Q^een of night 
Round us pours a lambent light ; 
Dght, that serves but just to shew 
Breasts that beat, and cheeks that glow i 
Let us now, in whisper'd joy. 
Evening's silent hours employ. 
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Silence best and conscious shades 
Please the hearts that Love invades ; 
Other pleasures give them pain. 
Lovers all but Love disdain. 
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ODB XXX. 



TO 

ErENING. 



BY JOSEPH WARTON, D. D. 



Hail mcck-cy'd Maiden, clad in sober grey. 
Whose soft approach the wary woodman loves,^ 
As homeward bent to kiss his prattling babes. 
He jocund whistles thro* the twilight groves. 

When Phoebus sinks behind the gilded hills. 
You lightly o'er the misty meadows walk. 
The drooping daisies bathe in dulcet dews. 
And nurse the nodding vi*let*s tender stalk : 

The panting Dryads, that in day's fierce heat. 
To inmost bowers and cooling caverns ran. 
Return to trip in wanton evening-dance. 
Old Sylvan too returns, and laughing Pan. 

To the deep wood the clamorous rooks repair, 
^ight skims the swallow o'er the wat'ry scene, 
And from the sheep-cotes, and fresh- furrow'd field, 
Stout plowmen meet to wrestle on the green. 
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The swain that artless sings on yonder rock. 
His nibbling sheep, and lengthened shadow spies, 
^ PleasM with the cool, the calm, respectful hour. 
And with hoarse hummings of unnumber'd flies. 

Now ev'ry passion sleeps s desponding Love, 
And pining Envy, ever- restless Pride ; 
An holy calm creeps o'er my peaceful soul. 
Anger and mad Ambition's storms subside. 

O modest Evening, oft let me appear 
A wandering votary in the pensive train. 
Listening to every wildly-warbling throat 
That fills with farewell notes the darkening plain. 
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ODE XXXI. 



TO 

NIGHT. 

BY MR. PARROT. 



The busy cares of day are done; 
In yonder western cloud the sun 
Now sets, in other worlds to rise. 
And glad with light the nether skies. 
With ling'ring pace the parting day retires, 
\nd slowly leaves the mountain tops, and gilded spires. 

Yon azure cloud, enrob'd with white. 
Still shoots a gleam of fainter light : 
At length descends a browner shade : 
At length the glimmering obje6ls fade : 
'Till all submit to Night* s impartial reign, 
Vnd undistinguish'd darkness covers all the plain. 

No more the ivy- crowned oak 
Resounds beneath the woodman's stroke. 
Now Silence holds her solemn sway ; 
Mute is each bush, and every spray ; 
Nought but the sound of murm'ring rills is heard, 
^r, from the mould'ring tow'r, Night's solitary bird. 
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Hail, sacred hour of peaceful rest I 
Of pow'r to charm iht troubled breast ! 
By thee the captive slave obtains 
Short respite from his galling pains ; 
Nor sighs for liberty, nor native soil ; 
But for a while forgets his chains, and sultry toil. 

No horrors hast thbu in th^ train. 
No scorpion lash, no clanking chaiii. 
When the pale murd'rer round him spies 
A thousand grisly forms arise, 
When shrieks and groans arouse his palsy M fear, 
' Tis guilt alarms his soul,andconscience wounds hisear* 

The village swain whom thillis charms. 
Whose breast the tender passion warnis. 
Wishes for thy all-sliadowing veil. 
To tell the fair his love-sick tale : 
Nor less impatient of the tedious day. 
She longs to hear his tale, and sigh her soiil away. 

Oft by the covert of thy shade 
LeAnder woo*d the Thracian liiaid ; 
Through foaming seas his passion bore. 
Nor fear'd the ocean^s thund'ring roar. 
The conscious virgin from the sea« girt tow'r 
Hung out the faithful torch, to guide liim to her bow*rt 

Oft at thy silent hour the sage 
Pores on the fair instru^ive page; 
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Or, rapt in musings deep, his soul 
Mounts a£live to the starry pole : 
There, pleas'd to range the realms of endless night. 
Numbers the stars, or marks the comet's devious light. 

Thine is the hour of converse sweet, 
When sprightly wit and reason meet j 
Wit, the fair blossom of the mind, 
But fairer still with reason join'd. 
Such is the feast thy social hours afford. 
When eloquence and Granville join the friendly 
board. 

Granville, whose polish*d mind is fraught 
With all that Rome or Greece e'er taught ; 
Who pleases and instructs the ear, 
When he assumes the critic's chair, 
Or from the Stagyrite or Plato draws 
' The arts of civil life, the spirit of the laws. 

O let me o/ten thus employ 
The hour of mirth and social joy 1 
And glean from Granville's learned store 
F^r science and true wisdom's lore. 
Then will I still implore thy longer stay, 
Kor change thy festive hours for sunshine and the day. 
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cuss THE FOURtB. 
ODE I. 

CaSSSESSiBESBS 



REVENGE OF AMERICA. 

BY THE REV. JOSEPH WARTON, D. D. 

When fierce Pisarro's legions flew 
O'er ravag'd fields of rich Peru, 
Struck with his bleeding people's woes^ 
Old India's awful Genius rose. 
He sat on Andes' topmost stone. 
And heard a thousand nations groan % 
For grief his feathery crown he tore. 
To see huge Plata foam with gore; 
He broke his arrows, stampt the ground^ 
To view his cities smoking round. 

What woes, he cry'd, hath lust of gold 
O'er my poor country widely roU'dl 
Plunderers, proceed I my bowels tear. 
But ye shall meet destru6lion there; 
From the deep- vaulted mine shall rise 
Th' insatiate fiend, pale Av'ricel 
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Whose steps shall trembling Justice fly, "^ 

Peace, Order, Law, and Amity I 

I see all Europe's children curst 

With lucre's universal tliirst : 

The rage that sweeps my sons away. 

My baneful gold shall well repay. 



ODE II. 



MONJ. 



BY THE REV. R. POLWHELE. 



Shroud — in the billowy mist's deep-bosom shroud 
•• My ravishM isle I" — the voice was vain I 
lonal mark yon kindling cloud 
That seems to fire the main : 

As flasliing to th* incumbent skies. 

Broad the hostile flames arise 

From the reverential wood ; 

Red its central gloom with blood I 

Many a white-rob*d Druid hoar 

Totters in the stream of gore j 

Meets the falchion's furious blow ; 

Sinking, execrates the foe I 

Or, across the Cromleh's stone, 

Struggling, gives to Death a groan t 

Or, within the circling fane. 

Pours his dark mysterious strain ; 

Or grasps his shrine, and hails the stroke^ 

StabbM beneath his holy oakl 

Yelling while the maniac maid 

Hurries down the dimwood glade; 
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And uproots her bristling hair. 
Paler amid the ghastly glare I 

But lo I the scenes of other days are fled t 

Yet mysterious horror fills 
The long scoopM dales where Druids bled^ 
And deepens the dark hills ! 

Tiirough the tree- tufted rock, that wide 

Opes» as rent, its chasmy side, 

.Ivied ruins gleaming-grey. 

Mar the torrent's foamy way f 

There the enthusiast loves to dwell. 

Lost in the romantic dell ; 

Tracing temples, abbey-wim% 

Shiver'd arches, castle-halls : 

Whether the sun dart his light 

*Mid the branches mossy-white; 

Or the star of eve, aslaunt. 

Glimmer on the speflre haunt ; 

Oft as the moon light echoes round 

Add their store of mellow sounA 

To the crash of tumbling heaps 

That o'erbrow'd the craggy steeps. 

To each murmur of the cave. 

Fretted by many it restless wav^t 
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HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND} 

COMSIDXRZD AS THX 

SUBJECT OF POETRY. 



INSCKIBID TO 

MR. JOHN HOME. 
BY MR. WILLIAM COLLINS* 



3oME, thou return'st from Thanusi whose Naiadslong 
Have seen thee ling'ring with a fond delays 
Mid those soft Friends,whose hearts some future day 

>hall melt, perhaps, to hear thy tragic song. 

jo, not unmindful of that cordial Youth 
Whom, long endear*d| thou 1eav*st-by Lavan€$ Me% 

Together let us wish him lasting truth, 
And joy untainted with his destined bride* 

yo 1 nor regardless, while these numbers boast 
My short <>}iv'd bliis, forget my social name; 

^ut think, far off, how, on the Southern coast, 

1 m^ thy friendship with an equal flame I 
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Fresh to that soil thou turn'st, where every vale 
Shall prompt the Poet, and his song demand : 

To thee thy copious subje6ts ne'er shall fail ; 
Thou need'st but take thy pencil to thy hand. 

And paint what all believe, who own thy genial land* 

There, must thou wake perforce thy Doric quill ; 

'Tis Fancy's land to which thou sett*st thy fect| 

Where still, 'tis said, the Fairy people meet. 
Beneath each birken shade, on mead or hill. 
There, each trim lass, that skims the milky store^ 

To the swjtrt tribes their creamy bowl allots j 
By night they sip it round the cottage-doorf 

While airy minstrels warble jocund notes, 
There, ev'ry herd, by sad experience, knows ^ 

How, wing'd with Fate, their elf-shot arrows fly, 
When the sick ewe her summer food foregoes. 

Or, stretch'd on earth, the heart-smit heifers lie. 
Such airy beings awe th* untutor'd swain : 

Nor thou, tho' learn 'd, his homelier thoughts negleft} 
Let thy sweet Muse the rural faith sustain ; 

These are the themes of simple, sure efiedl, 
That add new conquest to her boundless reign. 

And fill, with double force, her heart-comjnandiflg 
strain, 

Ev'n yet prcserv'd, how often may'st thou hear. 
Where to the pole the Boreal mountains run. 
Taught by the father,, to his list'ning son ; 

Strange laysywhose pow'rhadcharm'daSrENiE&'sear* 
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\t every pause, before thy mind possest. 

Old Runic Bards shall seem to rise around^ 
VUh uncouth lyres, in many-colour'd vest, 

Their matted hair with boughs fantastic crownMs 
Vhether thou bid'st the well-taught hind repeat 

The choral dirge, that mourns some chieftain bravCf 
iVhen ev'ry shrieking maid her bosom beat. 

And strewed with choicest herbs his scented grave; 
Dr whether, sitting in the shepherd's shiel. 

Thou hear'st some sounding tale of war*s alarms ; 
Vhen at the bugle's call, with fire and steel, 

The sturdy clans pourM forth their brawny swarms, 
\nd hostile brothers met, to prove each others arms. 

Tis thine to sing, how, framing hideous spells. 

In SA/s lone isle, the gifted wizard-seer, 

Lodg'd in the wintry cave with Fate's fell spear; 
Or in the depth o{Uist*s dark forest dwells : 
How they, whose sight such dreary dreams engross. 

With their own vision oft astonish'd droop. 
When, o'er the wat'ry strath, or quaggy moss, 

They see the gliding ghosts unbodied troop. 
Or, if in sports, or on the festive green. 

Their destin'd glance some fated youth descry. 
Who now, perhaps, in lusty vigor seen. 

And rosy health ^hall soon lamented die. 
For them the viewless Forms of air obey. 

Their bidding heed, and at their beck repair ; 
They know what Spirit brews the stormful day. 

And heartless, oft like moody Madness, stare 
To see the phantom Train their secret work prepare. 
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To Monarchs dear, some hundred miles astray, 
Oft have they seen Fate give the fatal blow I 
The seer, in 54/, shriek*d as the blood did flov 

When headless CharUi warm on the scaflfold lay I 
As JUtrtoi threw \i\% young Anrera forth. 
In the first year of the first Georges reign. 

And battles rag*d in welkin of the North, 
They moum'd in air, fell, fell Rebellion, slauni 

And as, of late, they joy*d in Presumes fight. 
Saw, at sad FaiAirkf all their hopes near crown'd 

They rav'd I divining, thro* their Second SigAtf 
Pale, red OUiodoif where these hopes were drowi 

Ilhtstrious William! Britatn's guardian name f 
One WiUiam sav*d us from a tyrant's stroke ; 

He, for a sceptre, gain'd heroic fame. 

But thou, more glorious. Slavery's chain hast brc 

To reign a piivate man, and bow to Freedom's yc 

These, too, thou'lt singl for well thy magic Muse 

Can to the topmost heav*n of grandeur soar! 

Or stoop to wail the swain that is no more I 
Ah, homely swains 1 your homeward steps ne*erl( 
Let not dank Will mislead you to the heath : 

Dancing in mirky night, o^er fen and lake. 
He glows, to draw you downward to your death. 

In his bewitch'd, low, marshy, willow brake I 
What thougli far off, from some dark dell espied. 

His glimmVing mazes cheer th' excursive si^t. 
Yet turn, ye wand'rers, turn your steps aside. 

Nor trust the guidance of that Ruthless light; 
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^or watchful, lurking, 'mid th' unrustling reed. 
At those mirk hours the wily monster lies, 

\nd listens oft to hear the passing steed, 
And frequent round him rolls his sullen eyes. 

If chance his savage wrath may some weak wretch sur* 
prise. 

Ah, luckless swain, o'er all unblest, indeed 1 

Whom late bewilder'd in the dank, dark fen. 

Far from his flocks, and smoking hamlet, then I 
lo that sad spot where hums the sedgy weed : 
Dn him, enrag'd, the fiend, in angry mood. 

Shall never look with pity's kind concern, . 
3ut instant, furious, raise the whelming flood 

O'er its drown'd banks, forbidding all return I 
)r, if he meditate his wish'd escape, 

To some dim hill that seems uprising near. 
To his faint eye, the grim and grisly shape. 

In all its terrors clad, shall wild appear, 
tleantime the wat'ry surge shall round him rise, 

Pour'd sudden forth from ev'ry swelling source I 
Vhat now remains but tears and hopeless sighs ? 

His fear-shook limbs have lost their youthful force, 
ind down the waves he floats a pale and breathless 
corse 1 

or him in vain his anxious wife shall wait. 
Or wander forth to meet him on his way 5 
For him in vain at to-fall of the day, 
lis babes shall linger at th' unclosing gate 1 
f •/. XIV. r 
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Ah, ne'er shall he return I Alone, if night. 

Her traveird limbs in broken slumbers steep I 
With drooping willows drest, his mournful sprite 

Shall visit sad, perchance, her silent sleep : 
Then he, perhaps, with moist and wat*ry hand. 

Shall fondly seem to press her shudd'ring cheek. 
And with his blue-swoln face before her stand, 

And, shiv'ring cold, these piteous accents speak: 

* Pursue, dear wife, thy daily toils, pursue, 

< At dawn or dusk, industrious as before; 

* Nor e'er of me one helpless thought reneir, 

• WTiile I He welt'ring on the otier'd shore, 

* Drown'd by the Kelpie* s wrath, nor e'er shall aid thee 

morel* 

Unbounded is thy range ; with varied skill 

Thy Muse may, like those feath'ry tribes which 
spring 

From their rude rocks, extend her skirting wing 
Round the moist marge of each cold Hebrid isle, 
To that hoar pile which still its ruin shows : 

In whose small vaults a pigmy-folk is found. 
Whose bones the delver with his spade upthrows, 

'Andcullsthem,wond'ring,fromthehallow'dgrouodl 
Or thither, where beneath the showery west. 

The mighty kings of three fair realms are laid: 
Once foes, perhaps, together now they rest. 

No slaves revere them, and no wars invade: 
Yet frequent now, at midnight solemn hpur. 
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The rifted mounds their yawning cells unfold, 
And forth the Monarchs stalk with sov'reign powV, 

In pageant robes ; and, wreath'd with sheeny gold. 
And on their twilight tombs. aerial council hold. 

But, oh, o'er all, forget not Kilda^s race. 

On whose bleak rocks, which brave the wasting tides. 

Fair Nature's daughter. Virtue, yet abides. 
Go! just, as they, their blameless manners trace I 
Then to my ear transmit some gentle song, 

Of those whose lives are yet sincere and plain^ 
Their bounded walks the rugged cliffs along. 

And all their prospefl but the wintry main. 
With sparing temp'rance at the needful time. 

They drain the scented spring ; or, hunger-prest. 
Along th' Atlantic rock, undreading, climb. 

And of its eggs despoil the Solan* s nest. 
Thus, blest in primal innocence they live, 

Suffic'd and happy with that frugal fare 
Which tasteful toil and hourly danger give. 

Hard is their shallow soil, and bleak and bare ; 
Nor ever vernal bee was heard to murmur there I 

Nor need'st thou blush that such false themes engage 

Thy gentle mind, of fairer stores possest; 

For not alone they touch'd the village breast. 
But fiU'd in elder time th' historic page. 
There, SHAKSPERs'sself, with ev'ry garland crown'd, 

Flew to those fairy climes his fancy sheen. 
In musing hour; his weird sisters found. 

And with their terrors drest the magic scene* 
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From them he sung, when, 'mid his bold design. 

Before the Scot^ afflicted, and aghast 1 
The shadowy kings of Banqud's fated line, 

Thro* the dark cave in^gleamy pageant past. 
Proceed! nor quit the tales which, simply told. 

Could once so well my answering bosom pierce; 
Proceed, in forceful sounds, and colour bold. 

The native legends of thy land rehearse; 
To such adapt thy lyre, and suit thy pow'rful verse. 

In scenes like these, which daring to depart 

From sober Truth, are still to Nature true, 

And call forth fresh delight to Fancy's view, 
Th' heroic Muse employed her Tasso's art! 
How have I trembl'd, when, at Tancred's stroke. 

Its gushing blood the gaping cypress pour'dl 
When each live plant with mortal accents spqke, 

And the wild blast upheav'd the vanished sword I 
How have I sat, when pip'd the pensive wind, 

To hear his harp by British Fairfax strung I 
Prevailing Poet I whose undoubting mind, 

Believ'd the magic wonders which he sung ! 
Hence, at each sound, imagination glows 1 

Hence, at each pidlure, vivid life starts here! 
Hence his warm lay with softest sweetness flows I 

Melting it flows, pure, murm'ring, strong and clear, 
And fills th' impassion'd heart, and wins th' harmoni- 
ous ear 1 

All hail, ye scenes that o'er my soul prevail I 
Ye splendid friths and lakes, which, far away. 
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Are by smooth Annan fiird» or pastoral Tay^ 
Or DarCs romantic springs, at distance, hail 1 
The time shall come, when I, perhaps, may tread 

Your lowly glens, o'erhung with spreading broom; 
Or o'er your stretching heaths, by Fancy led ; 

Or o'er your mountains creep, in awful gloom I 
Then will I dress once more the faded bow'r. 

Where Jonson sat in Drummond*s classic shade; 
Or crop, from Tiviotdaie, each lyric flow'r. 

And mourn, on Tarrow^s banks, where fViify 's laid I 
Meantime, ye Powers that on the plains which bore 

The cordial youth, on LothiarCs plains, attend I— ^- 
Where'er Home dwells, on hiU, or lowly moor. 

To him I lose, your kind protection lend. 
And, touch*d with love like mine, preserve my absent 
friend I 
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TO 

THE TIBER. 

WRITTEN ABROAD, 
BY WILLIAM WHITEHEAD, ESQ^, 

On entering the Campania of Rome, at Otricoli, I7SS* 

Hail, sacred Stream, whose waters roll 

Immortal through the classic page I 
To Thee, the Muse-devoted soul, 
Though destin'd to a later age 
And less indulgent clime, to Thee, 

Nor thou disdain, in runic lays. 
Weak mimic of true harmony, 
His grateful homage pays. 
Far other strains thine elder ear 
With pleas*d attention wont to hear, 
When he, who strung the Latian lyre, 
And he, who led th' Aonian quire 
From Mantua*s reedy lakes with osier's crown'd. 
Taught Echo from thy banks with transport to resound. 
Thy banks } — alas 1 is this the boasted scene. 

This dreary, wide, uncultivated plain. 
Where sick'ning Nature wears a fainter green^ 
And Desolation spreads her torpid reign \ 
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Is this the scene where Freedom breath'd. 
Her cojuous horn where Plenty wreath*d» 

And Health at opening day 
Bade all her roseate breezes fty. 
To wa]f:e the sons of Industry^ 

And make their fields more gay) 

Where is the villa's rural pride. 

The swelling dome's imperial gleam. 
Which lovM to grace the verdant side. 
And tremhle in thy golden stream ? 
Where are the bold, the busy throngs. 

That rush'd impatient to the war, 
Or tun*d to peace triumphal songs. 

And haird the passing car } 
Along the solitary road, 
The eternal flint by Consuls trod. 
We muse, and mark the sad decays 
Of mighty works, and mighty days. 
For these vile wastes, we cry, had Fate decreed . 
That Veii's sons should strive, for tbeseCamillus bleed? 
Did here, in after-times of Roman pride. 

The musing shepherd from Sora6le's height 
See towns extend where'er thy waters glide. 
And temples rise, and peopled farms unite ? 
They did. For this deserted plain 
The Hero strove, nor strove in vain; 
And here the ihepherd saw 
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Unnumber'd towns and temples sprea^d 
While Rome majestic rear*d her head. 
And gave the nations law. 

Yes, Thou and Latium once were greats 

And stilly ye first of human things. 
Beyond the grasp of time or fate 

Her fame and thine triumphant springs. 
What though the mould*ring columns fall. 

And strow the desert earth beneath. 
Though ivy round each nodding wall 

Entwine its fatal wreath. 
Yet say, can Rhine or Danube boast 
The numerous glories thou hast lost ? 
Can ev'n Euphrates' palmy shore. 
Or Nile, with all his mystic lore. 
Produce from old records of genuine fame 
Such heroes, poets, kings, or emulate thy name? 
Ev'n now the Muse, the conscious Muse is hen 

From every ruin's formidable shade 
£temal Music breathes on Fancy's ear. 
And wakes to more than formth' illustrious dc 
Thy Caesars, Scipios, Catos rise. 
The great, the virtuous, and the wise, 

In solemn state advance 1 
They fix the philosophic eye. 
Or trail the robe, or lift on high 
The lightning of the lance. 

But chief that humbler happier train 
Who knew those virtues to reward 
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Beyond the reach of chance or pain 
Secure, th* historian and the bard. 
By them the heroe*s generous rage 

Still warm in youth immortal lives; 
And in their adamantine page 
Thy glory still survives. 
Through deep Savannahs wild and vast, 
Unheardy unknown through ages past. 
Beneath the sun's diredter beams 
What copious torrents pour their streams I 
^o fame have they, no fond pretence to mourn, 
annals swell their pride, or grace their storied urn. 
iVhilst Thou, with Rome's exalted genius join*d. 

Her spear yet lifted, and her corslet brac'd, 
I^anst tell the waves, canst tell the passing wind. 
Thy wondrous tale, and cheer the list*ning- waste. 
Though from his caves th* unfeeling North 
Pour'd all his legionM tempests forth. 

Yet still thy laurels bloom : 
One deathless glory still remains. 
Thy stream Aas roird through Latian plains. 
Has wash'd the walls of Rome. 
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TO 

THE TARN. 



WRITTZN AT 

MONTAUBAN IN FRANCE, 1750, 



BY THE REV. JOSEPH JFARTON, D.D. '■ 

I ^ .11 

Tarn, how delightful wind thy willow'd waves, 
But ah 1 they fru^ify aland of slaves 1 
In vain thy bare-foot, sun-burnt peasants hide 
With luscious grapes yon hill's romantic side \ 
No cups ne6tareous shall their toils repay. 
The priest's, the soldier's, and the fcrmier's prey: 
Vain glows this sun in cloudless glory drest. 
That strikes fresh vigour through the pining breast j 
Give me, beneath a colder, changeful sky, 
My souPs best, only pleasure. Liberty I 
What millions perishM near thy mournful flood 
When the red papal tyrant cry'd out — * Blood I* 
Less fierce the Saracen, and quiver'd Moor, 
That dash*d thy infants 'gainst the stones of yorCt 
Be wam'd, ye nations round ; and trembling see 
Dire superstition quench humanity I 
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By all the chiefs in Freedom's battles lost; 

By wise and virtuous Alfred's awful ghost; 

By old Galgacus' scythed, iron car. 

That, swiftly whirling through the walks of war, 

Dash'd Roman blood, and crush'd the foreign 

throngs; 
By holy Druids' courage-breathing songs ; 
By fierce Bonduca's shield, and foaming steeds; 
By the bold peers that met on Tharaes*s meads; 
By the fifth Henry's helm, and lightning spear; 
O Liberty, my warm petition hear; 
Be Albion still thy joy 1 with her remain. 
Long as the surge shall lash her oak-crown'd plain I 
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TO 

THE EDEN, 

A RIVER. IN WESTMORELAND. 

BY J. LANGHORNE, D.D. 



DelightiPul Edent parent stream. 
Yet shall the maids of Mem*ry say. 

When, led by Fancy's fairy dream, 

My young steps trac'd thy winding way; 

How oft along thy mazy shore. 

Where slowly wav'd the willows hoar. 
In pensive thought their poet stray'd ; 

Or, dozing near thy meadow'd side, 

t 

Beheld thy dimply waters glide. 
Bright through the trembling shade. 

Yet shall they paint those scenes again. 
Where once with infant-joy he play*d. 

And bending o'er thy liquid plain. 
The azure worlds below surveyed : 

Led by the rosy-handed Hours, 

When Time tript o'er that bank of flowersy 
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Which in thy crystal bosom smil'd ; 
Though old the God, yet light and gay. 
He flung his glass, his scythe away, 

And seem'd himself a child. 

The poplar tall, that waving near 

Wou'd whisper to thy murmurs free ; 
Yet rustling seems to sooth mine ear. 

And trembles when I sigh for thee. 
Yet seated on thy shelving brim. 
Can Fancy see the Naiads trim 

Burnish their green locks in the sun; 
Or at the last lone hour of day. 
To chase the lightly glancing jay. 

In airy circles run. 

But, Fancy, can thy mimic power 

Again those happy moments bring ? 
Canst thou restore that golden hour. 

When young Joy wav'd his laughing wing ? 
When first in £den*s rosy vale, 
My full heart pour*d the lover's tale, 

The vow sincere, devoid of guile! 
While Delia in her panting breast. 
With sighs, the tender thought siipprest, 

And look'd as angels smile. 

O Goddess of the crystal brow. 
That dwell'st the golden meads among; 

Whose streams still fair in memory flow. 
Whose murmurs melodize my song I 
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O I yet those gleams of joy display. 
Which bright*ning glow'd in Fancy's ray. 

When, near thy lucid urn redinM, 
The Dryad, Nature, bar'd her breast. 
And left, in naked charms imprest. 

Her image on my mind. 

In vain — the maids of Mem'ry fair 

No more in golden visions play ; 
No friendship smooths the brow of care. 

No Delia's smile approves my lay. 
Yet love and friendship lost to me, 
*Tis yet some joy to think of thee. 

And in thy breast this moral find ; 
That life, though stain'd with sorrow's showers, 
Shall flow serene, while Virtue pours 

Her sunshine on the mind. 
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TO A 

WATER - NTMPH. 



BY THE REV. WILLIAM MASON, M. A. 

Ye grecn-hair'd Nymphs ! whom Pan allows 
To tend this sweetly-solemn Wood, 
To speed the shooting scions into boughs. 
And call the roseate blossoms from the bud ; 
But chief, thou Naiad, wont so long to lead 
This fluid crystal sparkling as it flows ; 

Whither, ah 1 whither art thou fled ? 

What shade is conscious to thy woes ? 

Ahl 'tis yon poplar's awful gloom; 

Poetic eyes can pierce the scene. 
Can see thy drooping head, thy with*ring bloom^ 
See grief diffused o'er all thy languid mien. 
Well mayst thou wear misfortune*s fainting air. 
Well rend those flow'ry honours from thy brow, 

Devolve that length of careless hair, 

And give yon azure veil to flow 

Loose to the wind. For ah 1 thy pain 

The pitying Muse can well relate : 
Ah! let her, plaintive, pour the tcnd'rest strain, 
To teach the Echoes thy disastrous fate. 
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*Twas where the alder's close-knit shade entwin*d 
(What time the dog star's fires intensely burn), 
In gentlest indolence reclin'd, 
Beside your ever-trickling urn 
You slept serene ; all free from fears. 
No friendly dream foretold your harm. 
When sudden, see ! the tyrant Art appears 
To snatch the liquid treasures from thy arm. 
Art, Gothic Art, has seized thy darling vase. 
That vase which silver-slipper'd Thetb gave. 
For some soft story told with grace^ 
Amid th' associates of the wave \ 
When in sequester'd coral vales. 
While worlds of waters roll'd above. 
The circling sea- nymphs told alternate tales 
Of fabled changes, and of slighted love. 
Ah I loss too justly mournM I for now the fiend 
Has on yon shell-wrought terras pois*d it high, 
And thence he bids its streams descend^ 
With torturing regularity ;, 
From step to step with sullen sound 
The forcM cascades indignant leap, 
'Till pent they fill the bason's measur'd round, 
There in a dull stagnation doom'd to sleep. 
Lost is the vocal pebble's gurgling song. 
The rill soft-dripping from its rocky spring. 
No free meander winds along, 
Or curls, when Zephyr waves his wing. 
These charms, alas 1 are now no more- 
Fortune, oh I give me to redeem 
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*hc ravish'd vase ; oh ! give me to restore 
ts pristine honours to this hapless stream 1 
fhcn, Nymph, again, with all their native ease, 
?hy wanton waters, volatile and free. 
Shall wildly warble, as they please. 
Their soft loquacious harmony. 
Where'er they vagrant choose to rove. 
There will I lead, not force their way, 
Whether to gloom beneath the shady grove^ 
)r in the mead refledl the sparkling ray. 
[ot Hag ley's various stream shall thine surpass, 
Though Nature, and her Lyttleton ordain 
That there the Naiad band should grace 
With every wafry charm the plain ; 
That there the frequent rills should roll. 
And health to every flower dispense, 
^ree as their master pours from all his soul 
The gen*rous tide of warm benevolence; 
Should now glide sweetly plaintive through the vale 
n melting murmurs querulously slow ; 
Soft as that master's love-lorn tale. 
When LuCT calls forth all his woe : 
Should now from steepy heights descend, 
Deep thund'ring the rough rocks among. 
Loud as the praise applauding senates lend, 
iVhen England's cause inspires his glowing tongue* 
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ODE VIII. 



WRITTEN UPON A 

PEDESTAL 



BENEATH A ROW OF ELMS IN A MEADOW HEAR 
RICHMOND FERRY, 

BeloDgiiis «» Richard Owen Ctmbridge, Zaq. tqit. xtGo* 



Ye green-hair'd Nymphs I whom Pan allows* 
To guard from harm these favour'd boughs j 
Ye blue-eyed Naiads of the stream. 
That sooth the warm poetic dream ; 
Ye elves and sprights, that thronging rounds 
When midnight darkens all the ground. 
In antic measures uncontroul'd. 
Your fairy sports and revels hold. 
And up and down, wherever ye pass. 
With many a ringlet print the grass j 
If e'er the bard hath hail'd your power 
At mom*s grey dawn, or evening hour; 
If e*er by moonlight on the plain 
Your ears have caught th' enraptur*d strain y 
From every floweret's velvet head. 
Prom reverend Thames*s oozy bed. 
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Prom these moss'd elms, where, prison'd deep^ 
Conceal'd from human eyes, ye sleep. 
If these your haunts be worth your care. 
Awake, arise, and hear my prayer \ 

O banish from this peaceful plain 
The perjur'd nymph, the faithless swain. 
The stubborn heart, that scorns to bow. 
And harsh rejefts the honest vow : 
The fop, who wounds the virgin's ear. 
With aught that sense would blush to hesur^ 
Or, false to honour, mean and vain. 
Defames the worth he cannot stain : 
The light coquet, with various art. 
Who casts her net for every heart. 
And smiling flatters to the ci\.'ise 
Alike the worthy and the base : 
The dame, who, proud of virtue*s praise^ 
Is happy if a sister strays. 
And, conscious of unciouded fame. 
Delighted, spreads the tale of shalme: 
But far, O I banibhM far be they. 

Who hear, unmov'd, the orphan's cry. 
Who see, nor wish to wipe away, 

The tear that swells the widow's eye; 
Th' unloving man whose narrow mind 
Disdains to feel for human- kind. 
At others bliss whose ch< ek ne'er glows, 
Whose breast ne'er throbs with others woes. 
Whose hoarded sum of private joys 
His private care alone destroys ^ 
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Ye fairies cast your spells around. 

And guard from such this hallow*d ground 1 

But welcome all, who sigh with truth. 
Each constant maid and faithful youth. 
Whom mutual love alone hath join'd. 
Sweet union of the willing mind I 
Hearts pair'd in heaven, not meanly sold. 
Law- licenced prostitutes for gold : 
And welcome thrice, and thrice again. 
The chosen few, the worthy train. 
Whose steady feet, untaught to stray. 
Still tread where virtue marks the way; 
Whose souls no thought, whose hands have ki 
No deed, which honour might not own; 
Who, torn with pain, or stung with care. 

In others bliss can claim a part. 
And, in life's brightest hour can share 

Each pang that wrings another's heart : 
Ye guardian spirits, when such ye see. 
Sweet peace be theirs, and welcome free I 
Clear be the sky from clouds or showers I 
Green be the turf, and fresh the flowers 1 

And that the youth, whose pious care 
Lays on your shrine this honest prayer. 
May, with the rest, admittance gain. 
And visit oft this pleasant scene, 
Let all who love the Muse attend 1 
Who loves the Muse is virtue's friend* 

Such then alone may venture here, 
Who, free from guilt, are free from fear; 
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Whose wide af!e6lions can embrace 
The whole extent of human race ; 
Whom Virtue and her friends approve ; 
Whom Cambridge and the Muses love. 



ODE IX. 

TO THE 

REF. DR. WALJVrN, 

prebendary of Canterbury. 



ON HI« 

INTENDING TO CUT DOWN A GROVE TO ENLARGE 

HIS PROSPECT* 



BY MISS CARTER. 



In plaintive sounds, that tun*d to woe 

The sadly- sighing breeze, 
A weeping Hamadryad mourn'd 

Her fate-devoted trees. 

Ah 1 stop thy sacrilegious hand. 

Nor violate the shade, 
Where Nature form*d a silent haunt 

For Contemplation's aid. 

Canst thou, the son of Science, bred 

Where learned Isis flows. 
Forget that, nurs'd in shelt'ring groveS| 

The Grecian genius rose } 
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Within the plantane's spreading shade. 

Immortal Plato taught ; 
And fair Lyceum form'd the depth 

Of Aristotle's thought. 

To Latian groves reflefl thy views. 

And bless the Tuscan gloom ; 
Where eloquence deplor'd the fate 

Of Liberty and Rome. 

Retir'd beneath the beechen shade. 

From each inspiring bough 
The Muses wove th' unfading wreaths 

That circled Virgil's brow. 

Refle6l before the fatal axe 
My threaten'd doom has wrought ; 

Nor sacrifice to sensual taste 
The nobler growth of thought. 

Not all the glowing fruits that blush 

On India's sunny coast. 
Can recompense thee for the worth 

Of one idea lost. 

My shade a produce may supply. 

Unknown to solar fire ; 
And what excludes Apollo's rays. 

Shall harmonize his lyre. 
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TO 

A GENTLEMAN, 

ON HIS PITCHING A TENT IN HIS GARDEN. 



BY WILLIAM WHITEHEAD, ES^ 
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Ah t friend, forbear, nor fright the fields 

With hostile scenes of imag*d war ; 
Content still roves the blooming wilds. 
And sheds her mildest influence there : 
Ah! drive not the sweet wand'rer from herseati 
Nor with rude arts profane her latest best retreat. 

Are there not bowers, and sylvan scenes. 

By Nature's kind luxuriance wove i 
Has Romely lost the living greens 
Which erst adorn'd her artless grove ? 
Where through each hallow'd haunt the poet stray'di 
And met the willing Muse, and peopled every shade* 

But now no bards thy woods among. 

Shall wait th' inspiring Muse's call ; 
For though to mirth and festal song 
Thy choice devotes the woven wall. 
Yet what avails that all be peace within. 
If horrors guard the gate, and scare us from the scene ^ 
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'Tis true of old the patriarch spread 

His happier tents which knew not war. 
And chang'd at will the trampled mead 
For fresher greens and purer air; 
But long has man forgot such simple ways, 
'ruth unsuspecting harm! — the dream of ancient days* 

Ev'n he, cut off from human kind, 

(Thy neighb'ring wretch) the child of Care, 
' Whoy to his native mines confinM, 
Nor sees the sun, nor breathes the air. 
But *midst the damps and darkness of earth's womb 
>rags out laborious life, and scarcely dreads the tomb ; 

Ev'n he, should some indulgent chance 

Transport him to thy sylvan reign. 
Would eye the floating veil askance. 
And hide him in his caves again. 
While dire presage in every breeze that blows 
[ears shrieks and clashing arms, and all Germania's 
woes. 

And doubt not thy polluted taste 

A sudden vengeance shall pursue ; 
Each fairy form we whilom trac'd 
Along the morn or evening dew. 
Nymph, Satyr, Faun, shall vindicate their grove, 
lobb'd of its genuine charms, and hospitable Jove. 

I see, all-arm'd with dews unblest. 
Keen frosts, and noisome vapours drear. 
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Already, from the bleak north-east. 
The Genius of the wood appear I 
—Far other office once his prime delight, 
To nurse thy saplings tall, and heal the harms of night 

With ringlets quaint to curl thy shade. 
To bid the inseft tribes retire. 

To guard thy walks and not invade 

O wherefore then provoke his ire ? 
Alas ! with prayers, with tears his rage repel. 
While yet the redd'ning shoots with embryo-blossoms 
swell. 

Too late thou'lt weep, when blights deform 

The fairest produce of the year ; 
Too late thou'lt weep, when every storm 
Shall loudly thunder in thy ear, 
* Thus, thus the green- hair*d Deities maintain 
* Their own eternal rights, and Nature's injur'd reign. 



ODE XI. 

WftlTTlM UPON LIAVIMO 

A FRIEND'S HOUSE IN WALES. 



BY THE REV. DR. MARKHAM, 

Moir Archbiabop of York. 



The winds were loud^ the clouds deep-hungi 
And dragg'd their sweepy trains along 

The dreary mountain's side ; 
When, from the hill, one look to throw 
On Towy's rambling flood below, 

I turn'd my horse — and sigh'd. 

But 300B the gusts of sleet and hail 
Flew thick across the darkenM vale. 

And blurr*d the face of day : 
Forlorn and sad, I jogg'd along ; 
And though Tom cry'd, * You're going wrong,' 

Still wander'd from my way. 

The scenes, which once my fancy took. 
And my awM mind with wonder struck 

Pass*d unregarded all 1 
Nor black Trecarris' steepy height. 
Nor waste Trecastle gave delight ; 

Nor clamorous Hondy's fall. 



J 
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Did the bleak day then give me pain \ 
The driving snow, or pelting rain. 

Or sky with tempests fraught ? 
No t these unheeded rag'd around ; 
Nought in them so much Mine I found. 

As claimed one wandering thought. 

Far other cares engross'd my mind. 
Cares for the joys I left behind 

In Newton's happy groves I 
Yet not because its woods disclose 
Or grots or lawns more sweet than those 

Which Pan at noon-day loves | 

But that, beside its social hearth. 
Dwells every joy, which youthful mirth. 

Or serious age can claim ; 
The man too whom my soul first knew. 
To virtue and to honour true ; 

And friendship's sacred name* 

O Newton, could these pensive lays. 
In worthy numbers scan thy praise^ 

Much gratitude would say ; 
But that the Muse, ingenuous maid, 
Oi flattery seems so much afraid. 

She'll scarce her duty pray* 



ODE XII. 



TO THE 

ION. WILMOT FAUGHJN, 

MOW KARL OP LI8BURN2) IN WALES. 

THE REV. FRANCIS COVENTRY, A. M. 



distant realms, that hold my friend 

^ath a cold ungenial sky, 

(ib'ring groves with weight of vapours bend, 

g winds o'er barren mountains fly ; 

bim quick to London's social clime, 

him quick to friendship, love and joy ; 

wifty ye lazy steeds of Time, 

moments, all your speed employ. 

old November's glooms arise, 

\ suns with fainter glory shine, 

th'ring tempests blacken in the skies, 

/'ring woods their sickly leaves resign. 

time on Cambrian hills to roam, 

t disease in Winter's baleful reign^ 

listen to th' Atlantic foam, 

ile rocks repel the roaring main, 

ile horror fills the region vast, 

:umatic tortures Eurus brings. 



\ 
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Pregnant with agues flies the northern blast, 
And clouds drop quartans froni their flagging wings 
Dost thou explore Sabrina's fountful source, 
Where huge Plinlimmon's hoary height ascends: 
Then downward mark her vagrant course, 
'Till mix*d with clouds the landscape ends^ 
Dost thou revere the hallow 'd soil 
Where Druids old sepulchred lie ; 
Or up cold Snowden's craggy summits toil. 
And muse on ancient savage liberty ? 
Ill suit such walks with bleak autnnmal air, 
Say, can November yield the joys of May i 
When Jove deforms the blasted year. 
Can Wallia boast a cheerful day ? 
The town experts thee.— Hark, around. 
Through every street of gay resort. 
New chariots rattle with awakening sound. 
And crowd the levees, and besiege the court. 
The patriot, kindling as his wars ensue. 
Now fires his soul with liberty and fame. 
Marshals his threatening tropes anew. 
And gives his hoarded thunders aim. 
Now seats their absent lords deplore, 
Negledled villas empty stand, 
Capacious Gro'venor gathers all its store. 
And mighty London swallows up the land. 
See sportive Vanity her flights begin. 
See new-blown Folly's plenteous harvest risc^ 
See mimic beauties dye their skin, 
And harlots roll their venal eyes* 
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Fashions are set, and fops return. 
And young coquettes in arms appear ; 
breaming of conquest, how their bosoms burn^ 
'rick'd in the new fantastry of the year, 
ly then away, nor scorn to bear a part 
n this gay scene of folly amply spread : 
Follies well us'd refine the heart. 
And pleasures clear the studious head ; 
By grateful interchange of mirth 
The toils of study sweeter grow, 
is varying seasons recommend the earth, 
^or does Apollo always bend his bow. 



ODE XIII. 



ON THB 

DUTCHESS OF MAZARIIPs 

RXTIftlNG INTO A CONTENT* 



BY JOHN LANGHORNEt D. D, 



Ye holy cares that haunt these lonely cells^ 
These scenes where salutary sadness dwells $ 
Ye sighs that minute the slow wasting day. 
Ye pale regrets that wear my life away ; 
O bid these passions for the world depart. 
These wild desires, and vanity of heart I 
Hide every trace of vice, of follies past. 
And yield to Heaven the vi6lory at last. 

To that the poor remains of life are due, 
*Tis Heaven that calls, and I the call pursue. 
Lord of my life, my future cares are thine. 
My love, my duty, greet thy holy shrine : 
Ko more my heart to vainer hopes I give. 
But live for thee, whose bounty bids me live. 

The Power that gave these little charms their gracff 
His favours bounded, and confin'd their space; 
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Spite of those charms shall time, with rude essay. 
Tear from the cheek the transient rose away ; 
But the free mind, ten thousand ages past. 
Its Maker*s form, shall with its Maker last. 

Uncertain objects still our hopes employ ; 
Uncertain all that bears the name of joy I 
Of all that feels the injuries of fate 
Uncertain is the search, and short the date : 
Yet ev'n that boon what thousands wish to gain i 
That boon of Death, the sad resource of pain I 

Once on my path all fortune's glory fell. 
Her vain magnificence, and courtly swell : 
Love touch'd my soul at least with soft desires. 
And Vanity there fed her meteor fires. 
This truth at last the mighty scenes let fall. 
An hour of Innocence was worth them all. 

Lord of my lifel O let thy sacred ray 

Shine o'er my heart, and break itst:louds away t 

Deluding, flatt'ring, faithless world adieu 1 

Long hast thou taught me God is only true. 

That God alone I trust, alone adore. 

No more deluded, and misled no more. 

Come,sacred hour, when wav'ring doubts shall cease I 
Come, holy scenes of long repose and peace 1 
Yet shall my hea(t, to other interests true, 
A moment balance 'twixt the word and you ? 
To/, XIF. H 
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Of pensive nights, of long«Tefle6ling days. 
Be yours, at last, the triumph and the praise I 

Great graciotrs Master! -whose unbounded 'Sway, 
Felt through ten thousand worlds, those worlds obe/i 
Wilt thou for once thy awful glories shade, 
And deign t* espouse the creature thou hast made? 
All other ties indignant T disclaim. 
Dishonoured those, and infamous to name! 

O fatal ties, for which sudh tears Tve shed. 
For which the pleasures of the world lay dead! 
That world's soft pleasures you atone disarm; 
That world without you still might have its charm* 
But now those scenes of tempting hope I dose. 
And seek the peaceful studies of Repose ; 
Look on the past as time that stole away. 
And beg the blessings of a happier day; 



Ye gay saloons, ye golden-irested halls. 
Scenes of high treats, and heart- bewitchmg bafi»' 
Dress, figure, splendor, charms of play, fareweU» 
And all the toilefs science to excel : 
Ev'n Love, that ambushed in this beauteous haifi 
No more shall lie, Irke Indian archers, there* 
Go, erring Love I for nobler objects given 1 
Go, beauteous hair, a sacrifice to Heaven 1 

Soon shaH the veil these glowingfeatures hidc^ 
At once the period of their power and pridel 
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he hapless lover shall no more complain 
f vows unheardj or unrewarded pain ; 
/^hile calmly sleep in each untortur'd breast 
[y secret sorrow^ and his sighs profest. 

« 

ro, flattering train I and slaves to me no more^ 
^ith the same sighs some happier fair adore I 
'our alter'd faith, I blame not, nor bewail— -• 
ind haply yet (what woman is not frail ?) 
et, haply, might I calmer minutes prove. 
The that lov*d me knew no other love I 

''et were that ardor, which his breast inspir'd^ 
>y charms of more than mortal beauty fir'dy 
VTiat nobler pride ! could I to Heaven resign 
!*he zeal, the service that I boasted minel 
> change your false desires, ye flatt'ring train t 
ind love me pious, whom ye love profane 1 

These long adieus with lovers doom*d to go, 
)r prove their merit, or my weakness shew j 
)ut Heaven, to such soft frailties less severe, 
4ay spare the tribute of a female tear, 
Vlay yield one tender moment to deplore 
Those gentle hearts that I must hold no more* 



ODE XIV. 



TO A 

LADT GOING ABROAD. 



Far, from me my Delia goes, 

And all my pray'rs,.my tears are vain; 
Nor shall I know one hour*s repose. 

Till Delia bless these eyes again. 

Companion of the wretched, com6, 
Fair hopel and dwell with me a while; 

Thy heavenly presence gilds the gloom, 
While happier scenes in prospe6l smile. 

Oh \ who can tell what time may do> 
How all my sorrows yet may end } 

Can she rejefl a love so true ? 
Can Delia e*er forsake her friend \ 

Unkind and rude the thorn is seen, • 
No sign of future sweetness shows ; 

But time calls forth its lovely green. 
And spreads the blushes of the rose* 
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Then come, fair hope, and whisper peace, 
And keep the happy scenes in view. 

When all these cares and fears shall cease, 
And Delia bless a love so true, 

Hope, sweet deceiver, still believ'd. 
In mercy sent to sooth our care : 

Oh I tell me am I now deceivM, 
And wilt thou leave me to despair. 

Then hear ye powers, my earnest prayV, 

This p^ng unutterable save ; 
Let me not live to know despair,. 

But give me quiet in the grave ; 

Why should I live to hate the light. 
Be with myself at constant strife. 

And drag about, in nature's spight. 
An useless, joyless load of life \ 

But far from her all ills remove. 
Your favourite care let Delia be, 

Long blest in friendship, blest in love. 
And may she never think on me. 

But if, to prove my love sincere. 

The fates a while this trial doom ; 

Then aid me, hope, my woes to bear, 

Nor leave me till my Delia come* 
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Till Delia come no more to part. 
And all these cares and fears remove^ 

Oh^ cornel relieve this widow'd heart, 
Oh| quickly come 1 my pride, my level 

My Delia come 1 whose looks beguile. 
Whose smile can charm my cares away ;— — 

Oh I come with that enchanting smile. 
And brighten up life's wintry day j 

Oh, come I and make me full amends, 
For all my cares, my fears, my pjunj— 

Delia, restore me to my friends, 
Restore me to myself again* 



ODE XV. 

TO THE 

G£NWS QF IT ALT, 

0CCA9101IXD lY 

HE EARL 6f C0RK£'9 GOING ABROADw 



Sr THE REF. y. BUNCOMBE, M.A. 

■ ■'L'.. ■■.!■■:' I ■ t iW, ■' II. ij I III I ii i '.III I I I m i l 

THOU that, on a pointless spear reclinM, 
[n dusk of eve oft tak'st ^y lonely way 
iVhcrc Tyber's slow, ae^^edled waters stray, 
id pour*st thy fruitless sorrows to the wind, 
ieving to see his shore no more the seat 
arts and arms, and liberty's retreat. 

lia's Genius, rear thy drooping head, 

>hake off thy trance, and weave an olive crown, 

?Qr see I a noble guest appears, well known 

) all thy worthies, though in Britain bred ; 

lard well thy charge, for know, our polished isle 

lu6lant spares thee such a son as Boy lb. 

lere, while their sweets thy myrtle groves dispense. 
Lead to the Sabine or the Tuscan plain, 
WThere playful Horace tun*d his amorous strain, 
id Tully pour'd the stream of eloquence | 
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Nor fail to crown him with that ivy bloom. 
Which graceful mantles o'er thy Maro*s tomb* 

At that blest spot, from vulgar cares refin'd. 
In some soft vision or indulgent dream 
Inspire his fancy with a glorious theme. 
And point new subje6ls to his generous mind. 
At once to charm his country, and improve 
The last, the youngest objedt of his love. 

But O I mark well his transports in that shade, 
Where, circled by the bay's unfading green, 
Amidst a rural and sequestered scene 

His much-lov'd Pliny rests his honour'd head; 

There, wrapt in silence, will he gaze around. 

And strew with sweetest flow'rs the hallow'd grouD(!» 

But sec ! the sage, to mortal view confest. 
Thrice waves the hand, and says, or seems to sajfi 

* The debt I owe thee how shall I repay ? 

• Welcome to Latium's shore, illustrious guest! 
« Long may*st thou live to grace thy native isle, 
•Humane in thought, and elegant in style! 

• While on thy consort I with rapture gaze, 

* My own Calphurnia rises to my view : 

' That bliss unknown but to the virtuous fe«^, 
' Briton ! is thine ; charmM with domestic praisci 



{ 
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* Thine are those heart-felt joys that sweeten life, 

* The son, the friend, the daughter, and the wife* 

Content with such approof, when genial Spring 
Bids the shrill blackbird whistle in the vale. 
Home may he hasten with a prosperous gale. 

And Health prote6l him with her fost'ring wing; 

So shall Britannia to the wind and sea 

Entrust no more her fav'rite Orrbrt. 



\ 



ODE XVI. 



TO A 

GENTLEMAN 

VFOM HIS 

TRAVELS THROUGH ITALY. 



Br THE REK JOSEPH WARTON^ D.D. 



W^HiLB I with fond officious care. 
For You my chorded shell prepare. 

And not unmindful frame an humble lay. 
Where shall this verse my Cynthio find, 
What scene of art now charms your mind, 

Say, on what sacred spot of Roman ground you stray ^ 

Perhaps You cull each valley's bloom. 
To strew o*er Virgil's laurell'd tomb. 

Whence oft at midnight echoing voices sound; 
For at that hour of silence, there 
The shades of ancient Bards repair. 

To join in choral song his hallow'd urn aroundt 

Or wander in the cooling shade 

Of Sabine bow'rs, where Horace strayM^ 
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knd oft repeat in eager thought elate, 
(As round in classic search you trace 
With curious eye the pleasing place,) 

That fount he lovM, and there beneath that hill he 
sate.* 

How longs my rapturM breast with yoa 

Great Raphael's magic strokes to view, 
'0 whose blest hand each charm the Graces gare f 

Whence each fair form with beauty giows^ 

Dke that of Venus, when she rose 
aked in blushing charms from Ocean's hoary wave* 

As oft by roving fancy led 

To smooth Clitumnus* banks you treads 
Hiat awful thoughts his fabled waters raise I 

While the iow*thoughted swain, whose flock 

Grazes around, from some steep rock 
^ith vulgar disregard his mazy course surveys* 

Now thro' the ruin'd domes my Muse 
Your steps with eager flight pursues, 

hat their cleft piles on Tyber*s plains present^ 
Among whose hollow-winding cells 
Forlorn and wild Rome*s Genius dwells, 

is golden sceptre broke, and purple mantle rentt 

Oft to those mossy mouldering walls. 
Those caverns dark, and silent halls, 
St me repair by midnight's paly fires ; 
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There muse on Empire's fallen state. 
And frail Ambition's hapless fate. 
While more than mortal thoughts the solemn scene 
inspires. 

What lust of power from the cold North 

Could tempt those VandaUrobbers forth. 
Fair Italy, thy vine-clad vales to waste ! 

Whose hands profane, with hostile blade, 

Thy story'd temples dar'd invade, 
And all thy Parian seats of Attic art defaced* 

They, weeping Art in fetters bound, 
And gor'd her breast with many a wound. 

And veil'd her charms in clouds of thickest night; 
Sad Poesy, much-injur'd maid. 
They drove to some dim convent's shade, 

And quench'd in gloomy mist her lamp's resplendent 
light. 

There long she wept, to darkness doom'd, 
'Till Cosmo's hand her light relum'd. 

That once again in lofty Tasso shone ; 

Since has sweet Spenser caught her fire. 
She breath 'd once more in Milton's lyre. 

And warm'd the soul divine of Shakspere, Fancy'ssoA* 

Nor she, mild queen, will cease to smile 
On her. Britannia's much-lov'd isle. 
Where these hpr best, her favourite three were boror 
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While Theron warbles Graecian strains. 
Or polish*d Dodington remains. 
The drooping train of Arts to cherish and adorn. 
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He*8 only kind who takes the noble way 
T' unbind the springs of thought, and give them po\ 
to play. 

His heirs shall bless him, and look down with sco 
On vulgar pride from vaunted heroes sprung 
Lords of themselves, thank heaven that they wc 
born 
Above the sordid miser's glitt'ring dung, 
Above the servile grandeur of a throne. 
For they are Nature's heirs, and all her works the 
own. 
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TRK 

ACADEMIC. 

WRITTEN APRIL M D CC LV. 

At ikB dne of the ettabOthment of Cltssical Prizes, and buildiiis tbe vttw rnbOo 

Library. 

Br SIR JAMES MARRIOTy BART. 



While silent streams the moss-grown turrets lavc^ 
Cam, on thy banks with pensive steps I tread; 

The dipping osiers kiss thy passing wave. 
And evening shadows o'er the plains are spread. 

From restless eye of painful Care, 

To thy secluded grot I fly. 
Where Fancy's sweetest forms repair^ 

To sooth her darling Poesy ; 

tcclin'd the lovely Vftionary lies 
In yonder vale and laurel- vested bower j 

V'here the gay turf is deck'd with various dies, 
And breathes the mingling scents of every flower: 

Vol. XI K. I 
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While holy dreams prolong her calm repose, 
Her pipe is cast the whispering reeds among ; 
High on the boughs her waving harp is hung; 

Murmuring to every wind that o*er it blows. 

Oft have I seen her bathe at dewy morn 
Her wanton bosom in thy silver spring, 

And, while her hands her flowing locks adorn 
With busy elegance have heard her sing. 

But say what long recorded theme. 

Thro' all the lofty tale of time, 
More worthy can the Goddess deem 

Of sounding chords, and song sublime* 

Than, whose parental hand to vigour bred 
Each infant art, the Noble and the Wise ; 

Whose bounty gave yon arching shades to spread. 
Yon pointed spires in holy pomp to rise } 

Shall War alone loud-echoing numbers claim, 
And shall the deeds of smiling Peace be drown'di 
Amid the Heroes shouts and trumpet's sound? 

These too shall flourish in immortal fame. 

When Science fled from Latium*s polish'd coasts 
And Grecian groves, her long and lov*d abode. 

Far from the din of fierce conflicting hosts. 
Thro' barbarous realms the weary wanderer trod i 
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But to what more indulgent sky. 

To what more hospitable shade. 
Could trembling, bleeding, fainting fly 

The helpless and devoted Maid ? 

ime-honour*d Founders ! ye the virgin woo'd I 
'Twas your's, with souls to native grandeur born, 

'0 bid her radiant beauties shine renew'd. 
With wealth to heap, with honours to adorn. 

n Granta's happier paths she wept no more; 

Heal'd were the wounds that scarr'd her gentle breast; 

Here still she smiles with Freedom's sons to rest, 
^or mourns her Attic towers, nor Tuscan shore. 

fathers of Genius I whom the Muse adores. 
For sure to you her noblest strains belong, 

Beneath whose venerable roofs she pours 
The grateful notes of sweetly- flowing song. 

Th* increase of swift revolving years 
With conscious pride exulting view ; 

How all ye plann'd complete appears ; 
How all your virtues bloom anew : 

^he generous zeal which erst ye felt remains. 
Its bounteous beams still ardent to dispense ; 

^hile unexhausted to your learned plains 
Rolls the rich stream of wide munificence. 
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Joy to your shades 1 the great career is run. 
Reserved by Fate for some superior hand, 
Confest, the last^ th' auspicious work shall stand. 

And Statesman, Monarch end what ye begun. 

Ye tbo; once Inmates of these walls renown'd, 
Whose spirits, mingling with th' ethereal ray^ 

Of universal Nature trac'd the bound, 
Or rais'd in majesty of thought the lay, 

See your lov'd Arts this clime to grao^ 

Their rival radiance brighter shed, 
V^hile Holies smiles the wreath to place 

U{X)o the youthful Vi6lor's head. 

Where Spenser sits among your thrones sublime. 
To the soft music of his mournful lays 

Listening ye weep for his ungrateful time. 
And point the better hope of happier days. 

If with the dead dishonour's memory dies. 
Forget, much injur 'd Name, th'uaworthy woc} 
In strains like thine so may our accents flow, 

In nobler numbers yon fair domes arise. 

When Faftion's storms, or some fell Tyrant's hate 
Arts join'd with Freedom to one grave shall doonif 

Then tho' these structures to the hand of Fate 
Bend their proud height, like thine, imperial Roinci 
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Know, vainly. Time, thy rapid rage 
Shall point its wide destroying aim, 

Since what defies the force of age 
Thus consecrates the pile to Fame; 

Some future eye the ruin'd heap shall trace. 
The name of Holies on the stone behold, 

Shall point a Brunswic to a distant race, 
Benign, and awful on the swelling gold. 

Th' historic page, the poet's tuneful toil. 
With these compared, their mutual aid shall raise 
To build the records of eternal praise, 

And deck with endless wreaths their honoiur*d soil. 

Sweeter than warbled sounds that win the sense 
Flows the glad music of a grateful heart, 

Beyond the pomp of wordy eloquence. 
Or strains too cold, high-wrought with labourM art. 

Tho' weakly sounds the jarring string ; 

Tho' vainly would the Muse explore 
The heights to which with eagle wing 

Alone can heaven-taught Genius soar; 

Vet shall her hand ingenious strive to twine 
The blooming chaplet for her Leader's brow ; 

While with new verdure grac'd, in Glory's shrine^ 
The ampler Palms of civic Honours grow; 
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When he, these favour'd shades appears to bless, 
Whose guardian counsels guide a nation's fate. 
And with superior toils for Europe's state 

Mixes the thought of Granta's happiness. 

Hail seats rever'd I where thoughtful pleasures dwell, 
And hovering Peace extends her downy wings. 

Where musing Knowledge holds her humble cell. 
And Truth divine unlocks her secret springs; 

This verse with mild acceptance deign 
To hear ; this verse yourselves inspire. 

Ere yet within your sacred fane 
The Muse suspends her votive lyre. 

Thee, Granta, thus with filial thanks I greet. 
With smiles maternal thou those thanks receive, 

For Learning's humble wealth, for friendship sweet, 
For every calmer joy thy scenes could give. 

While thus I sport upon thy peaceful strand. 
The storms of life at awful distance roar ; 
And still I dread, still lingering on the shore, 

To launch my little bark, and quit the land. 



ODE xrx. 



A 

FRAGMENT. 



Supposed to have been found in • dark Passage in t&e 

TOWER OF LONDON. 



BY 

MISS HELEN MARIA WILLIAMS. 



Rise, winds of night! relentless tempests, rise I 
Rush from the troubled clouds, and o'er me roll ; 

In this chill pause a deeper horror lies, 
A wilder fear appals my shudd'ring soul.— 

*Twas on this day, this hour accurst. 
That Nature starting from repose 

Heard the dire shrieks of murder burst-— 
From infant innocence they rose, 

And shook these solemn towers I— 
I shuddering pass that fatal room 
For ages wrapt in central gloom;— 
I shudd'ring pass that iron door 
Which Fate perchance unlocks no more; 
^ath smear'd with blood o'er the darkportallowesrs. 



120 



ODES. Ode XIX. 



How fearfully my step resounds . 
Along these lonely bounds : 
Spare, savage blast 1 the taper*s quiv'ring fires, 
Deep in these gathering shades its flame expires. 
Ye host of heaven I the door recedes— 
It mocks my grasp— what unseen hands 
Have burst its iron bands i 
No mortal force this gate unbarr*d 
Where danger lives, which terrors guard- 
Dread powers I its screaming hinges close 
On this dire scene of impious deeds — 
My feet are fix*dl — Dismay has bound 
My step on this polluted ground — 
But lo I the pitying moon, a line of light 

Athwart the horrid darkness dimly throws. 
And from yon grated window chases night.-— 

Ye visions that before me roll. 
That freeze my blood, that shake my soul I 
Are ye the phantoms of a dream ? 
Pale speftresi are ye what ye seem? 
They glide more near— 
Their forms unfold I 
Fix'd are their eyes, on me they bend — 
Their glaring look is cold I 
And hark I — I hear 
Sounds that the throbbing pulse of life suspend. 

* No wild illusion cheats thy sight 

' With shapes that only live in night—- 
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< Mark the native glories spread 

* Around my bleeding brow I 

* The crown of Albion wreath'd my head, 

* And Gallia's lilies twin'd below*- 
« When my father shook his spear, 

< When his banner sought the skies, 

* Her baffled host recoil'd with fear, 

* Nor tum'd their shrinking eyes:— 

* Soon as the daring eagle springs 

* To bask in heav'ns empyreal light, 

* The vultures ply their baleful wings, 

* A cloud of deep'ning colour marks their flight, 
* Staining the golden day :— 

* But see 1 amid the rav'nous brood 

* A bird of fiercer aspefl soar— 

* The spirits of a rival race, 

* Hang on the noxious blast, and trace, 

* With gloomy joy, his destin'd prey ; 

* Inflame th' ambitious wish that thirsts for blood, 
* And plunge his talents deep in kindred gore. 

< View the stem form that hovers nigh, 

* Fierce rolls his dauntless eye 

* In scorn of hideous death ; 

* Till starting at a brother's name, 

* Horror shrinks his glowing frame, 

* Locks the half-utter'd groan, 

* And chills the parting breath:— 
Astonish'd nature heavM a moan 1 
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* When her affrighted eye beheld the hands 

* She form'd to cherish rend her holy bands. 

« Look where a royal infant kneels, 

* Shrieking, and agoniz'd with fear, 

* He sees the dagger pointed near 

* A much lov'd brother's breast, 

* And tells an absent mother all he feels :— ' 

* His eager eye he casts around ; 

* Where shall her guardian form be found, 

* On which his eager eye would rest I 

< On her he calls in accents wild, 

* And wonders why her step is slow 
« To save her sufPring child I — 

< Rob'd in the regal garb, his brother stands 
« In more majestic woe — 

< And meets the impious stroke with bosom bart, 

* Then fearless grasps the murd'rer's hands, 

* And asks the minister of hell to spare 

* The child whose feeble arms sustain 

* His bleeding form from cruel Death.— 

< In vain fraternal fondness pleads, 

* For cold is now his livid cheek 

< And cold his last aspiring breath : 

* And now with aspe6l meek, 

* The infant lifts his mournful eye, 

< And asks, with trembling voice, to die, 

< If death will cure his heaving heart of pain-* 

* His heaving heart now bleeds — 
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* Foul tyrant I o'er the gilded hour 

* That beams with all the blaze of power, 

* Remorse shall spread her thickest shroud; 

* The furies in thy tortur'd ear 

* Shall howly with curses deep, and loud, 

* And wake distra6ling fear I 

* I see the ghastly spe6lre rise, 

* Whose blood is cold, whose hollow eyes 

< Seem from his head to start— 

* With upright hair, and shiv'ring heart, 
^ Dark o*er thy midnight couch he bends. 

And clasps thy shrinking frame, thy impious spirit 
rends.' 
Now his thrilling accents die*- 
His shape eludes my searching eye- 
But who is he, convuls'd with pain. 
That writhes in every swelling vein? 

Yet in so deep so wild a groan, 
A sharper anguish seems to live 
Than life's expiring pang can give :— 

He dies deserted and alone— 
If pity can allay thy woes 
Sad spirit they shall find repose— 
Thy friendy thy long-lov*d*friend is near! 
He comes to pour the parting tear. 

He comes to catch the parting breath— 
Ah heaven 1 no melting look he wears. 
His alter'd eye with vengeance glares; 
Each frantic passion at his soul, 
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'Tis he has dash'd that venom'd bowl 
With agony, and death. 

But whence arose that solemn call } 

Yon bloody phantom waves his hand. 
And beckons me to deeper gloom 
Rest, troubled form ) I come-~ 
Some unknown power my step impels 
To horror's secret cells— 
' For thee I raise this sable pall^ 

* It shrouds a ghastly band : 

* Stretch'd beneath, thy eye shall trace 

* A mangled regal race : 

* A thousand suns have roU'd, since light 

* Rush*d on their solid night— 

* See, o'er that tender frame grim famine hangs, 

* And mocks a mother's pangs I 

* The last, last drop which warm*d her veins 

* That meagre infant drains— 

* Then gnaws her fond sustaining breast— 

* Stretch'd on her feeble knees, behold 

* Another vi6lim sinks to lasting rest— 

* Another, yet her matron arms would fold 

' Who strives to reach her matron arms in vain— j 

* Too weak her wasted form to raise, 

* On him she bends her eager gaze; 

* She sees the soft imploring eye 

* That asks her dear embrace, the cure of pain— 

* She sees her child at distance die*- 
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* But now her sted&st heart can bear 

* UnmovMy the pressure of despair—— 

• When first the winds of winter urge their course 

* 0*er the pure stream, whose current smoothly 

glides, 

* The heaving river swells its troubled tides ; 

* But when the bitter blast with keener force, 

* O'er the high wave an icy fetter throws, 

* The harden'd wave is fix'd in dead repose.'— 

* Say who that hoary form ? alone he stands, 
« And meekly lifts his wither 'd hands— 

* His while beard streams with blood— 

< I see him with a smile, deride 

< The wounds that pierce his shrivell'd side, - 

* Whence flows a purple flood— 

* But sudden pangs his bosom tear— 

* On one big drop of deeper dye, 
< I see him fix his haggard eye 

* In dark and wild despair I 

That sanguine drop which wakes his woe— » 

* Say, spirit ! whence its source.*— 

* Ask no more its source to know— • 

* Ne'er shall mortal eye explore 

* Whence flowed that drop of human gore, 

* Till the starting dead shall rise, 

* Unchain'd from earth, and mount the skies, 

* And time shall end his fated course.'— 

* Now th* unfathom'd depth behold— 

* Look but once t a second glance 
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* Wraps a heart of human mould 

< In death's eternal trance.' 

Tliat shapeless phantom sinking flow 
Deep down the vast abyss below. 
Darts, thro' the mists that shroud his frame, 
A horror, nature hates to name I'-— 
Mortal, could thine eyes behold 
All those sullen mists enfold. 
Thy sinews at the sight accurst 
Would wither, and thy heart-strings burst ; 
Death would grasp with icy hand 
And drag thee to our grizzly band— • 
Away 1 the sable pall I spread. 
And give to rest th' unquiet dead- 
Haste I ere its horrid shroud enclose 

* Thy form, benumb'd with wild affright, 

* And plunge thee far thro' wastes of night, 
* In yon black gulph's abhorr'd repose 1' 

As starting at each step I fly. 
Why backward turns my frantic eye. 
That closing portal past ? — 
Two sullen shades half- seen advance I— - 
On me, a blasting look they cast. 
And fix my view with dang'rous spells. 
Where burning phrenzy dwells !— 
Again their vengeful look — and now a speechless-*— 
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Soft on the wave the oars at distance sound. 
The night-breeze sighing through the leafy spray. 

With gentle whisper murmurs all around. 
Breathes on the placid sea, and dies away. 

As sleeps the Moon upon her cloudless height. 

And the swoln spring-tide heaves beneath the light. 
Slow lingering on the solitary shore 
Along the dewy path my steps I bend. 
Lonely to yon forsaken fane descend. 

To muse on youth's wild dreams amid the ruin's hoar. 

Within the she]ter*d centre of the aisle, 

Beneath the ash, whose growth romantic spreads 
Its foliage trembling o'er the funeral pile, 

And all around a deeper darkness sheds % 
While through yon arch, where the thick ivy twines, 
Bright on the silver'd tow'r the moon-beam shines. 

And the grey cloyster's roofless length illumes, 
Upon the mossy stone I lie reclinM, 
And to a visionary world resign'd, 

Call the pale spedres forth from the forgotten tombs. 
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Spirits 1 the desolated wreck that haunt. 

Who frequent by the village maiden seen. 
When sudden shouts at eve the wanderer daunt^ 

And shapeless shadows sweep along the green ; 
And ye, in midnight horrors heard to yell 
Round the destroyer of the holy cell. 

With interdi^ions dread of boding sound ; 
Who, when he prowl'd the rifled walls among. 
Prone on his brow the massy fragment flung ; — 

Come from your viewless caves, and tread this hal 
lowM ground I 

How ofty when homeward forcM, at day's dim close, 

In youth, as bending back I mournful stood 
Fix*d on the fav'rite spot, where first arose 

The pointed ruin peeping o'er the wood ; 
Methought I heard upon the passing wind 
Melodious sounds in solemn chorus join'd. 

Echoing the chaunted vesper's peaceful note. 
Oft through the veil of night*s descending cloud, 
Saw gleaming far the visionary croud 

Down the deep vaulted aisle in long procession float 

But now ; no more the gleaming forms appear. 
Within their graves at rest the fathers sleep ; 

And not a sound comes to the wistful ear, 
Save the low murmur of the tranquil deep : 

Or from the grass that in luxuriant pride 

Waves o'er yon eastern window's sculptur'd side, 
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e dew-drops bursting on the fretted stone : 
: faintly from the distant coppice heard, 
ausic of the melancholy bird 
Us to the silent heav'n a sweetly-plaintive moan. 

• 

'ell, delightful dreams, that charmM my youth I 
ewell th* aerial note, the shadowy trail I 
nrhile this shrine inspires subliraer truth, 
die cloyster*d echo breathes a solemn strain^ 
: deep stillness of the midnight hour, 
om shall curb wild fancy's magic pow*r, 
d as with life's gay dawn th' illusions cease, 
gh from the heart steal forth a sigh profound ; 
Resignation o'er its secret wound 
il pour the lenient balm that soothes the soul to 
peace. 
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NOTES ON ODES OF THE THIRD CLASS. 



ODE XIII, 



Page 10. Mr. Say was the son of an ejedled mi- 
nister of Southampton, and after having been some 
years Pastor of a dissenting congregation at Ipswich, 
in 1723, succeeded Dr. Calamy in that which belongs 
at present to Dr. Kippis. Soon after Mr. Say's death, 
which happened April 12, 1743, at the age of 68, se- 
veral of his poems, and two essays in prose, were pub- 
lished in one volume in quarto, by subscription. The 
latter, ** On the Harmony, Variety, and Power of 
" Numbers in general," and, *< On those of Paradise 
<< Lost in particular," have been much admired by 
persons of taste and judgment. His only daughter 
married Mr. TomS| a dissenting teacher at Hadleigh 
in Suffolk. 
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ODE xxvir. 

Page 42. The writer of this Ode was daughter of 
the Reverend Mr. Pennington, Rector of Huntingdon. 
She died in 1759, at the age of 25. Mr. Duncombe 
has celebrated her in "ThcFeininiad,"forher "Cop- 
«« per Farthing." 



NOTES 

ON 

ODES OF THE FOURTH CUSS. 

ODE III. 

Page 61. Mr. William Collins was born at Chi- 
chester in Sussex, in the year 1 721 : in which city his 
father was a reputable tradesman. He was admitted 
a scholar of Winchester college, Feb. 23, 1733, where 
he spent seven years under the care of Dr. Burton. 
In the year 1740, in consideration of his merit, he was 
placed first in the list of those scholars who areelefted 
from Winchester college to New college, Oxford : but 
no vacancy happening at the latter, he entered, the 
Same year, a commoner of Queen's, and July 29, 
1741, was elected a demy, or scholar, of Magdalen 
college in the same university. At school he begaa 
to study poetry and criticism, particularly the latter. 
The following epigram, written by him while at 
Winchester- school, discovers a genius, and turn of 
expression, very rarely to be met with in juvenile 
Compositions. 
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TO 

MISS AURELIA C /?, 

ON HER WEEPING AT HER SfSTER'S WEDDING^ 

Cease> fair Aurelia^ cease to mourn \ 

Lament not Hannah's happy state $ 
You may be happy in your tura> 

And seize the treasure you regret« 

With Love united Hymen stands^ 
And softly whispers to your charms } 

* Meet but your lover in my bands> 
* You'll find your sister in his arms.* 

His Latin exercises were never so much admired as 
his English.— At Oxford he wrote the epistle to Sir 
Thomas Hanmer, and Oriental eclogues, which were 
first published in 1742, under the title of Persian 
eplogues. About the year 1743, he left Oxford. 
Having taken the degree of bachelor of arts, and being 
weary of the confinement and uniformity of an acade- 
mical life, through a fond imagination that a man of 
parts was sure of making his fortune in London> and 
l^eing struck with the name of author and poet^ he. 
withpi^t consulting his friends was induced to rempve 
tf) town, rashly resolving to live by his pen, without 
ifi^dertaking the drudgery of any profession. Here he 
soon dissipated his small fortune, to compensate for 
which, he projected the history of the revival of learn- 
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tng in Italy, under the pontificates of Julius II. and 

Leo X. His subscription for this work not answering 

his expe6lations, he engaged with a bookseller, to 

translate Aristotle's Poetics, and to illustrate it with 

a large and regular comment. This scheme also 

being laid aside, he turned his thoughts to dramatic 

poetry, and being intimately acquainted with the ma* 

nager, resolved to write a tragedy, which however he 

never executed. In the year 174S he published hi^ 

Odes ; and shortly after went abroad to our army in 

Flanders, to attend his uncle, colonel Martm, who, 

dying soon after his arrival, left him a considerable 

fortune ; which however he did not live long to enjoy, 

for he fell into a nervous disorder, which continued', 

with but short intervals till his death, in 175^, and 

with which disorder his head and intelledh were at 

times afiefled. 

For a man of so elevated a genius, Mr. Collins has 
written but little : his time was chiefly taken up lA 
laying extensive projects, and vast designs, which hb 
never even begun to put in execution. 

Of our Poet, Dr. Johnson, who well knew him, sooil 
after his death, communicated this account. 

Mr. Collins was a man of extensive literature, and 
of vigorous faculties. He was acquainted nbt only 
with the learned tongues, but with the Italian, French, 
and Spanish languages. He had employed his mind 
chiefly upon works of fiftion, and subje^b of fancy; 
and, by indulging some peculiar habits of thought. 
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was eminently delighted with those flights of imac 
nation which pass the bounds of nature^ and to whi< 
the mind is reconciled only by a passive acquiescen 
in popular traditions. He loved fairies, genii, gian 
and monsters ; he delighted to rove through the m 
anders of inchantment, to gaze on the magnificence 
golden palaces, to repose by the waterfalls of Elysi; 
gardens* This was however the chara6ter rather 
his inclination than his genius, the grandeur of wil* 
ness, and the novelty of extravagance, were alwa 
desired by him, but were not always attained. B ut di 
gence is never wholly lost : if his efforts sometini 
caused harshness and obscurity, they likewise prod 
ced in happier moments sublimity and splendor. Tl 
idea, which he had formed of excellence, led him 
oriental fictions, and allegorical imagery ; and, pc 
haps, while he was intent upon description, he did r 
sufficiently cultivate sentiment: his poems are the pr 
du6lions of a mind not deficient in fire, nor unfurnish 
with knowledge either of books or life, but somewl 
obstructed in its progress, by deviation in quest of m 
taken beauties* 

His morals were pure, and his opinions pious, 
a long continuance of poverty, and long habits of d 
sipation, it cannot be expcfteJ that any character shou 
he exa6lly uniform. There is a degree of want 1 
wlxich the freedom of agency is almost destroyed, ai 
long association with fortuitous companions will 
last relax the strictness of truth, and abate the fervo 
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of sincerity. That this man^ wise and virtuous as he 
viBSf passed always unentangled through the snares of 
life, it would be prejudice and temerity to affirm. But 
it may be said, that at least he preserved the source of 
action unpolluted, that his principles were never sha- 
ken, that his distindlions of right and wrong were ne- 
ver confounded, and that his faults had nothing of 
malignity or design, but proceeded from some unex^ 
pe^ed pressure, or casual temptation. 

The latter part of his life cannot be remembered 
bnt with pity and sadness. He languished some year« 
under that depression of mind which enchains the fa^- 
culties without destroying them, and leaves reason 
the knowledge of right, without the power of pur- 
suing it. These clouds, which he found gathering 
on his intellects, he endeavoured to disperse by travel, 
and passed into Prance, but found himself constrained 
to yield to his malady, and returned : he was for some 
time confined in a house of lunatics, and afterwards 
retired to the care of his sister in Coichester*, where 
death at last came to his relief. 

After his return from France, the writer of this cha- 
rafler paid him a visit at Islington, where he was 
^ waiting for his Sister, whom he had directed to meet 
him: there was then nothing of disorder discernable 
in his mind by any but himself, but he had then 
withdrawn from study, and travelled with no other 
book than an English Testament, such as children 

* It is apprehended, Cb'tcbester* 
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carry to the school; when his friend took it into his 
hand, out of curiosity to see what companion a man of 
letters had chosen, * I have but one book,' says Collins, 
• but that is the best.* 

Mr. GoLUNs, says Dr. Johnson, shewed the War- 
tons in his last illness an Ode^ inscribed to Mr. John 
HoMi, om tke Superstitions of the Highlandsj which they 
thought superior to his other works. Of this Ode the 
the foregoing is said to be a copy discovered among 
some old papers, in the concealed drawers of a bureau^ 
left among odier articles, by a relation, to the Pub- 
lisher, s;ib, however, ought not to have with-holi>- 

BN HIS NAME, 

Page 61. Mid those soft Frieftds, whose hearts some 
future day^ 
ShaUnuUf perhaps^ to hear thy tragicsong,"] 
How truly did Collins predidl Home's tragic powers ! 
ib. Go^ not unmindful of that cordial Youth 

fVhomy long endear' d^ thou leav^st by Lavant's side\\ 
A Gentleman of the name of Barr out ^ who introduced 
Home to Collins, 

63. the shepherd!* s shiel^"] 

A summer hut, reared in the high part of the moun- 
tains, for the purpose of pasturing flocks in the warm 
season. 

64. Stanza Five J] 

Before the Copy here given of this Ode was discovered, 
one still less perfedt was found by a Scottish Clergy- 
inan. to fill a chasm in which the lines annexed were 
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^ihstituted by Mr. Mackenzie, autlior of the Man of 

< Or on some bellying rock that shades the deep^ / 

« They view the lurid signs that cross'd the sky, 
« Where in the west the brooding tempest lie j 

< And hear their first, faint, riutling peanons sweep*^ 

< Or in the arched cave, where deep and dark 

* The broad, unbroken billows heave and swellf 
^ In horrid musings rapt, they sit to mark 

< The labVing moon ; or list the nightly yeli 

* Of that dread spirit, whose gigantic form 

* The seer*s entranced eye can well satvey^ 

* Through the dim air who guides the driving storm^. 

* And points the wretched bark its destined prey* 

< Or him who hovers on his flagging wing, 
0*er the dire whirlpool, that, in ocean*s wastes 

^ Draws instant down whatever devoted thing 

< The falling breeze within its reach hath plac*d— 

*■ The distant seaman hears, and flies vnth tremblmg haste.. 

< Or, if on land, the fiend exerts his sway, 

< Silent he broods o'er quicksand, bog or fen, 

< Far from the sheltering roof and haunts of men, 

< When witched darkness shuts the eye of day 

« And shrouds each star that wont to cheer the night j. 
* Or, if the drifted snow perplex the way, 

* With treacherous gleam he lures the fated wight, 
. * And leads him flound'ringon and quite astray.* 

64. Ai Boreas threzo his young Auroray^rM, 
In the Jirit year of the first George's rdjgn^'] 
By youitg^ Aurora^ The Poet undoubtedly meant the 
appearance of the northern lights, which happened 
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about the year 1715 ; a phaenomenon, it has been said, 
that no ancient writer has taken notice of, nor even 
any modern, previous to this period. An assertion, 
however, which but ill accords with Virgil's:— 

Armorum lonitum toto Germania caelth^ 

not to hiention the vivid description of Spenser, al- 
luding to a like appearance in the reign of Elizabeth. 

ib. ^ey rav*d! divining thrcl* their Second Sight,] 
Second Sight is the term used for the divination of the 
Highlanders. 

ib. Illustrious William !■ ■ ] 
The late Duhe of Cumberland, who defeated the Pre' 
tender at the battle of Culloden, 

ib. Let not dank Will- ] 

A fiery meteor, called by various names, such as 
Willo* the Wispf Jack with a Lantkom^ &c.. It hovers 
over marshes and fens. 

66. Drowned by the Kelpie's ] 

The water fiend. 

ib . that hoar pile — — ] 

One of the Hebrides is called The Isle of Pigmies^ 
where it is reported, that several miniature bones of 
the human species have been dug up in the ruins of a 
chapel. 

ib. Or thither, where beneath the showery westj 

Hie mighty kings of three fair realms are laid/] 
IcoLM^iLL, one of the Hebrides, where near sixty 
of the ancient Scottish, Irish, and Norwegian kings 
are interred. 
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6j> Along th* Atlantic rock^ undreading^ climb ^ 
j4nd of its eggs despoil the Solan's nest,"] 
An aquatic bird like a goose, on the eggs of which 
the inhabitants of St. Kilda, another of the Hebrides, 
chiefly subsist. 

69. Are by smooth hnmn JilVd, or pastoral Tay, 
Or Don*s romantic springs ^ at distance^ haill'\ 
Three rivers in Scotland^ 

ib. Then will I dress once more the faded bott^r^ 

Where Jonson sat in Drummond*s classic shade ^J 
Ben Jonson paid a visit on foot, 16x9, to the Scotch 
poet Drummond, at his seat of Hawthornden, within 
four miles of Edinburgh. 

ib. The cordial youth on Lothian's plains,^-^—^'] 
Barrow, it seems, was at the Edinburgh university, 
which is in the copity of Lothian, 

ODE V. 

Page 74* What millions perished near thy mournful flood 

When the red papal tyrant cry*d out — blood /'] 

Alluding to the persecutions of the Protestants, and 

the wars of the Saracens, carried on in the Southern 

provinces of France. 

ODE vir. 

Page 79. Ye green-hair* d Nymphs I whom Pan allowt 
To tend this sweetly- solemn Wood,'\ 
At Ebberstone- Lodge a seat near Scarborough, finely 
situated with a great command of water, but disposed 
iQavery false taste. 
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ODE X. 

Page 88« Has Ramefy lost the living greens 

• Whkh erst adwuCd her artless grove F\ 
fn Scandale, ia the County of Derby. 

ODE XI. 

P^g^ 91* '"^■^Newton^s happy grovesl'\ 
Newton is the name of a seat belonging to Sir John 
Price. 

ODE XII. 

Pageg$, The writer of this Ode, a near relation, 
and if we mistake not, brother, of the Author of 
** I^ILEMON to Htdasfes/* wa^sdttcated at Mag- 
dalen college, Cambridge; and there distinguished 
himself as an elegant scholar and an amiable man. 
The ** Adveittwres ofPmpey the UttU^^ were written by 
him. He died of the small pox^ vicar of Edgware, in 

ODE XVI. 

Page 109. WhUe Tkeron warbles Graecian strains,^ 
The author of the Pleasures of Imagination. 

ODE xvn. 

Page 110. The Gentleman addressed in this Ode» 
was second son of the third Viscount TowascikU 
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After having filled some of the highest posts under 
government, with distinguished honour, he died 
Sept. 4, 1767, aged 42. 



THE END, 



